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Koow thii9 fiur forth : 
By accMeiit most strange, iMHuitifiil fortane, 
Kaw, way dter lady, hath mine eaemicB 
Brought to this shore s and by aay prescieDce* 
1 ind ny seoith doth depend apon 
A most aospicions star, whose influence. 
If jiow I coarl not bat omit, my fortanet- 
VfUl ever aCler droop« 8h AKStPBAftS. 
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I<as femmes ne BoUt pas trop d'humear k pardonaer de 
CMTtaines iiyores, et qnand elles se promettent le plaisir dt la 
vcflfeaace eilet n'y Yont pas de ««<tt-m«rl«* 
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ADVEATISEMEIfT. 



The Irish have been accused of 
making an ostentatious display of their 
injuries^ and of clanking their diains 
to excite c(Miipassion. But^ however 
huiniliatii^ it may be deemed to re* 
itemte eomjdaint wh^^ there is no 
commiseration^ and to urge daimt 
where there is no redress^ the altenuu 
tive is less intolerahle than that silent 
acquiesc^ice^ which malice or self-in* 
tarest is but too xeady to construe into 
tacit approbation* 

The appeal to pablic opinion be* 
longs to the age in which we live; 
and it is the certainty of its ultimate 
auccera^ not the ali^ect hopelessness of 
its xepetition, which has excited this 
affectation of disgust The ratio ultima 
regum is ^oo expensive an instrument 
to he dften wieldsd by the citizen ; nor 

VOL* u a 



lY ADV£RTIS£M£I9T. 

is it very likely that the detractors of 
the Irish nation would be mord satisfied 
with an overt act of resistance, than they 
are with the tameness of annual pe- 
titions. 

But be that as it may, the ^national 
tale\ with which the reader is here 
presented, is no « pathetic appeal to 
public compassion. It is, indeed, im- 
possible to speak of Ireland^ still less 
ti take it as the scene of a narrative, 
without frequent allusion to its starving, 
squalid, and diseased population. The 
people form too prominent an object in: 
the landscape to be wholly passed 
over by the most indiflPerent observer. 
But it is chiefly froth among the ma^er 
cast that the author of Florence Ma- 
earthy has drawn her characters and her 
incidents ; and it is in the reaction of 
the execrable system of ^divide and 
govern^ in the demoralization and in-- 
security which that system inflicts. upon 
the agents, n(> less than on the victims 



of oppression^ that she has found. ma; 
terials for another Irish stoiy. 

For the fidelity of her ddineations> 
whoever has resided in Ireland will rea«> 
dily vouch; and if the features are somii-* 
times deeply tragical^ and sometimes 
broadly ludicrous, the fault lies in the 
originals, and tlbt.with their illustrator* 
The 'manners she has described, and 
the society she has represented, belong 
to a peculiar epoch ; they arose under 
a particular political combination, and 
th^ will cease with its dissolution^ 
But wherever a possibility exists for 
bringing that combination again into 

" action, -the tale will haVe an interest: 
and as ridicule will reach those who are 
impregnable to reason, this picture of 
the aristocracy of the bureau may not 

• be without a contingent utility to other 
countries, beside that for whose service 

. it was more expressly und^^aken. 
In the composition of the series of 
tales, of which Florence Macaathy 



in AHVEiunasM rnvrr. 

forms % part^ the author hu hiAvrb^ 
endeavoured to sketch the brilliant 
aspect of a pe<^le stru^mg with ad- 
versiiy*^ and by the dehneation of na» 
tional virtaes, to excite sjnnpathy^ and 
awak^ai justice. In the portraitinre of 
a party^ si cast^ a £3iGti<m^ the colouring 
must necessarily vary. The ojqpoaition 
between the nattual characteristics of 
the Irish temperament, and those pecu« 
liarities, wbich a false policy, operating 
for six hundred years, has impressed 
upon a portion of the population, must 
ttot be ccmfounded with contiadiction in 
statement, or versatihty- in opinion: nor 
the Crawley family be taken as dero- 
gating irom the Oiorvinas, ODcnmels, 
and Mac Rorys, of former composi* 
tions« 

T, C. M. 

La Grang$z 
VSpariemeni de Seine ei Marme^ 

September^ 1818, 
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CHAPTER 1. 

Whom when I Mked^ froin whak plaee he ^^aaie, 
And how he hight himself, hedidy^cltcwsp 
The Shepherd of the Ocean y bj name^ 
And said h., came far from the main sea deep.x 

Collin ChiU** come hom$ again^ — SrBNciR* 



Early in the nineteenth century, in 
an autumnal month, a corvette, a light 
built Spanish vessel, passed the Bar of 
Dublin, and, with all , her canvass/ 
crowded, rode galteintly into the bay^ 
after having weathered, for a period 
of five days, one of those tremendous 
gales, which occasionally agitate the 
Irish seas. A southern port of Ireland 
had been her original destination. Stress 
of weather had driven her up the Chan- 
nel ; and the injury she had received in 
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3 FLORENCE MACARTHY* 

her unequal contest with the elements 
rendered it necessary that she should 
undergo repair^ before she proceeded on 
her coasting voyage. On her stem she 
bore the name of " H Librador-^* and, 
though now unarmed^ and the property 
of a private individual, she had evi- 
dently been a sloop of w;ar in some fo- 
reign service. 

The dawn was breaking in tints of 
gold and hues of crimson, as the cor- 
vette cut her way through the bright- 
ning wfivc» ; and the happiest aspect of 
the Irish coast presented itself to the 
view of two persons, who stood in si- 
lence at the helm; — who had stood 
there since the first pale flush of light 
had thrown its silvery Une a^ong the 
eastern horizon. 

The elder of the two was the master 
of the vessel. He was still in the very 
prime of life and flower of manhood ; 

« The Liberator. 



FLORENCE MACARTHT. 3 

and as each lovely feature of the Irish 
shore gradually developed itself^ and 
arose bright and fresh from the mists of 
the morning upon his eager gaze^ he 
presented^ in his own person^ an image^ 
that denoted the intention of the creator, 
when he made man supreme above all^ 
to reign over his fair creation. 

He stood er^ct, his arms so folded as 
to give to his square chest and shoulders 
a peculiar muscularity and breadth of 

- outline. His fine bu&t^ indicating ex- 
traordinary strength, would have been 
almost disproportioned to his stature, 
which rose not much above the middle 
height, but that the loftiness of his 
air, and the freedom of his carriage, 

' conferred an artificial elevation on his 
figure, and corrected what might be 
deemed imperfect in his actual structure. 
His large eyes were rather deep set than 
protuberant; and their glances, rather 
side-long than direct, flashed from be- 
neath his dark impending brows, like 

US* 



4 FLORENCE MACARTHV. 

the vivid lightnings which fringe the 
n^ssive vapours of a tropical atxnos-^ 
phere. His mouth had a physiognomy 
of its own: it ^ was what the eye is to 
other faces : and the workings of the 
nether lip^ in moment^ of emotion^ in- 
dicated the influence of vehement pas- 
sions^ habitually combatted, though 
rarely subdued. The expression of his 
countenance was more intellectual than 
gracious, and calculated to strike, rather 
than to please. But his rare and sin- 
gular smile (a smile so bland, it might 
well have become even a woman's lip) 
wholly changed its character; and the 
full displayed teeth, of splendid white- 
nessj, produced perhaps even too strong 
a contrast with a completions which 
southern suns, and climes of scorching 
ardor, had bronzed into a dark^ deep, 
but transparent olive. No tint, no hue 
warmed or varied this gloomy paleness, 
save when the tide of passion^ rushiiag 
impetuously from the he^rt^ coloured 
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for a moment, with a burning crimson, 
the livid cheek, and then, as promptly 
ebbing back to its source, left all cold^ 
pale, and dark as before. 

From his accent or manner it would 
liave been difficult to assign him to any 
particular country. He seemed rather 
to belong to the world ; — one of those 
creatures formed out of the common 
mould, whom nature and circumstances 
fcombine and fit for deeds of general im- 
port and universal interest. Neither 
could the term gentility be appropri- 
ately applied to an appearance which 
had a character beyond it. He might 
fc have been above or below heraldic no- 
tices and genealogical distinctions, but 
he .was evidently independent of them. 
His mate, an old but hale man, with 
whom he conversed in Spanish Q)ut 
who had English enough to work the 
- ship, and sufficient knowledge of the 
Irish seas to steer it with skill), respect- 
fully addressed him by the title of 

B 3 



6 FLORENCE MACARTHY. 

'* the Commodore;" and the crew (a 
few English sailors, to whom he seemed^ 
even by name, a stranger) adopted the 
same appellation. But he issued his 
clear prompt orders with the air and de» 
cision of one to whom higher titles of 
command were familiar. He was a 
good sailor^ fearless in danger, calm and 
self-possessed in difficulty ; and, to the 
only passenger who accompanied him, 
(one courteously and accidentally admit* 
ted on board his ship), he spoke of him* 
self as a man fond of the sea from boy* 
hood, making voyages of pleasure when 
he could, and now uniting an old habit 
of recreation with the urgency of press* 
ing business. He was on his way from a 
West India island^ on a secret missicm^ 
of importance to himself; but he neither 
mentioned his own name, nor inquired 
that of the young passenger he had 
taken up out of a wherry in Plymouth 
Sounds the port whence he had last 
sailed, and wh^e the stranger had 
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vamly sought a passage to Ireland^ now 
granted him by the commander of H 
Librador. 

The appearance of this person^ who 
had voluntarily announced himself by 
the name of Dc Vcre, was less equi- 
vocal^ and though infinitely interesting^ 
was perhaps less striking than that of 
the Commodore. It was also of a more 
definite stamp and character; more as- 
signable to a class^ a cast^ a country. 
Though there was little of conventional 
mannerism about him^ though his ele- 
gant and thorough bred air was wholly 
unmarked by the overcharged fashioning 
of any country, yet, to those acquainted 
with the first class of British distinc- 
tion, he was easily cognizable in accent^ 
dress^ air^ and physiognomy, as an Eng- 
lishman of rank and fashion, the hommt 
comme ilfavt of the highest circles. 

There was, however, in the counte- 
nance and modes of this distinguished 
young stranger something more than 

B 4 
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the m^re characteristics of country and 
tank: — a sort of fantastic pensiveness^ a 
real or affected abstraction^ a something, 
imaginative and ideal^ in his maniere 
d'etre, that indicated great eccentricity, if 
not eminent peculiarity of mind. He 
seemed a compound of fancy and fashion ; 
a medium between the consciousness of 
rank, and the assumption and posses-* 
sion of genius, which placed him out 
of the common muster-roll of society; 
something escaped from it by chance, 
and vain of standing aloof, untractablc 
to its laws, and therefore believing him- 
self beyond them. In his conversations 
with the Comtnodore he spoke in para-* 
dox, had systems out of the common 
scale, and theories of alembicated re* 
flnement. An ideologist, in the fullest 
sense of the word, in his philosophy 
he stalked as one who believed that 
" tiothing u,*but thinking makes it so:" 
ind occupied by an ideal presence, he 
affected to live distinct and independent 
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6f all human interests. — The structure 
of his fine head was such as physiog- 
nomists assign to superior intellect ; and 
the precise arrangement of its glossy 
auburn curls left it difficult to decide 
whether its fanciful and fashionable 
possessor was more fop or philosopher, 
dandy or poet. His valet de chambre, 
a Frenchman, presided with invariable 
punctuality at his toilette twice a-day, 
when the uncivil elements did not inter- 
fere with such arranp^ements ; and the 
rest of }\is time was spent in musing, 
reading Spencers ^* Fairy Queen,** and 
" State of Ireland,**and occasionally con- 
versing with the commander of the ves- 
sel, who seemed to inspire him with sen- 
timents of curiosity and admiration, not 
usual to his ordinary habits of feeling. 
As he now stood beside him at the helm, 
or rather leaned in a recumbent attitude, 
with an half-closed book in his hand, 
his attention seemed not to be given to 
the beautifiil coast scenery, which, en- 

B 5 



10 FLORENCE MACARTHT* 

do wed with at least the charm of noveU 
ty, was now breakmg on his view ; for 
his up-turned glance, giving him the in- 
spired air of one " communing with the 
skies,"" seemed to pursue the gradual 
disappearance of the morning star, as an 
object superiorly attractive in propor- 
tion as it was remote and fleeting.— 
After a long silence, mutually preserved, 
he withdrew his dazzled eyes from the 
reddening eflulgence of the heavens, and 
addressed his companion, by observing : 

" There is to me a singular attraction 
in the aspect of an unknown firmament^ 
for it tells of disi^ance from scenes, and 
objects long marked by sameness, and 
distinguished only by satiety.** 

^^It tells too," replied the.Commo^ 
dore, *^ of remoteness from objects, 
precious by interest or habit. The 
cross of the south^ first seen in tropical 
climates, draws tears to the eyes of the 
Spanish seaman, its image recalling 
remembrances of his distant country.** 
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*^ Remembrances of country, how- 
ever^ are usually the finger-posts to 
ennui. — One wears out every thing in 
one's own country before one leaves it; 
and, therefore, it is lejft.— Country! all 
countries arealike: little masses of earth! 
and water; where some swarms of hu- 
man SM^ts are destined to creep through 
their span of ephemeral existence; com* 
ing, they know. not whence;— going, 
they know not where.** 

'^ These little masses of earth and 
water,*' said the Commodore, "are there-- 
fore precious and important to the^ants 
that creep on them; and each little hill 
is dear to the swarm that inhabits it, as 
much from that very ignoranoe as from 
interest.** 

After a short pause, Mr. De Vcre 
resumed: 

*^ Can you not credit then the ex- 
istence of a creature placed by nature 
or circumstances beyond the ordinary 
pale of humanity, shaking off ^ his poor 
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estate of man,' scarcely looking upon 
that spot, called earth, with human 
eyes, nor herding with his species in 
human sympathy— one so organized, 
s6 worked on by events, and thwarted in 
feelings, so blasted in his bud of life, as 
to stand alone in creation, matchless, or 
at least unmatched, whose joys, whose 
woes, whose sentiments and passions, 
are not those of other men, but all his 
own, beyond the reach of affection, or 
the delusions of hope?* 

'' A beings thus constituted,** rejoined 
the Commodore, " could not be man. 
He, who wants the appetites and pas- 
sions common to all mtn, with the 
sympathies and afiections that spring 
from them, is something better or 
worse, angel or d«mon, but he is not 
man.** 

" You deny then the possibility of 
•uch an existence ?'* . 

^^ Nay— madmen may fancy such t 
combination^ poets feign it^ or vain men 
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affect it ; but it has no real existence in 
nature or society. Man is always man ; 
and he who pretends to be more, is rarely 
placed by nature at the head of his 
species — he is in fact usually less." 
. fiefbre Mr. De Vere could reply, a 
question from a sailor interrupted the 
Ofonversation, which was one of many 
held in the same tone and spirit The 
Commodore was the next moment 
busied in giving orders for tacking. He 
addressed his mate in pure Spanish, 
cfaided the French valet out of his way 
in good French, and fell foul 6f a lub- 
berly sailor in broad nautical English. 

'^ There is somewhere,'* said Mr. De 
Vere, turning over the pages of Spen- 
cer's Ireland, and resuming his conver-^ 
sation with the commander of the ves- 
sel, as he returned to his station at the 
helm — " there is samewhere, through 
the quaint pages of '^pencer^ an admi- 
rable description of the natural advan- 
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tages of Ireland, which I cannot find, 
"Look around you," answered the Com- 
modore : " you will find them here." 

** I prefer looking through the spec- 
tacles of books. I like the prismatic 
hues thrown by authorship upon places 
and facts.'* . 

"Indeed! that is strange! but in riew- 
ing Ireland through Spencers pages^ 
you will see it, as children do lan eclip3.e, 
through a smoked glass. He was one 
of those, whose policy it was to revile 
the country he preyed upon, to spoil, 
and then to vituperate. No Englishman 
can fairly estimate this island who 
comes not unshackled by his own inte- 
rests. Spencer, the deputy of a deputy, 
the secretary, whose servile flattery of 
the viceroy, his master, was rewarded 
with a principality (soon lost, indeed, 
but most unfairly won), is no author foir 
impartiality to judge by ; and when he 
stoops to eulogize the ^ dreadless mighf 
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of his ferocious patron, Grey^ one 
of Ireland's Herods, when he defines 
power to be 

^^ The right haiid of Justice truly htght,'' 

however he may please as a poet, he. is 
contemptible as an historian, and infa- 
mous as a politician.** 

" Oh ! as an historian or politician I 
give him up, because both characters 
are equaUy ridiculous: the politician 
always guided by prejudice and inte- 
rest, the historian always immersed in 
ignorance and error. Time discovers 
and shames both: and thus it is with 
all that bears upon human facts. The 
imagination ^alone is always right ; its 
visions are alone imperishable. The 
Fairy Queen of Spencer will thus sur- 
vive, when his State of Ireland shall be 
wholly forgotten : and, for my own part, 
so much do I prefer the visions of his 
fancy to the historical relations of any 
period connected with the history of 
men, that I would go a thousand miles 
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to visit the iHiins of his Irish Kilcole^ 
manJ^ where once 

^^ He sat^ as was his trade, 
* Under the foot of Mole, Aat mountain hoar,' 
Where— —^ Allured by his pipe's delight, 
^ Whose pleasing sound y.shrilled far about/ 

the gallant Raleigh found him. But I 
am not sure that I would turn one point 
out of my way to tread upon the spot 
where legitimate despotism signed the 
fiat of its own destruction, and gave 
MagnaCharta to an emancipated nation. 

. * Originally the principality of the MaearthUi 
More; afterwards the palatinate of the Fits, 
geralds, Earls of Desmond ; forfeited, by them| 
and given to new spoliators, among whom was the 
Ariftless fldrenturer) Raleigh, who in Ireland (*J 
acted the part of a freebooter. The 3 polls which 
fell to the poet Spencer, as secretary to Lord 
Arthur Grey, (the * Sir Artigall' of his dreary 
legend of that name) were three thousand acres 
of rich land in the County of Cork, with the 
beautiful Castle of' Kilcoleman, the seat of the 
Earls of DesmobEd. 



(^) See Notes, at the ead of this Volume. 
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The delicious strains of Spencer are 
now fresh and true as when they were 
first breathed ; but where is the spirit 
that commanded and produced an Eng- 
lish Magna Charta?" 

" Suspended, perhaps,** interrupted 
the Commodore, " not extinct. For its 
essence exists in the temperament of an 
Englishman. You must first give him 
another position on the globe, or employ • 
ages of misrule to change his national 
character, before you can reconcile him 
to slavery— circumstances may lull him 
in false security, or force him to tem- 
porary acquiescence; but no combina- 
tion can ensure his permanent obedience 
to unequivocal despotism.*' 

The Aressel at that moment touched 
the pier. 

The Commodore had sprung upon 
land ; And he stood for a moment on 
the spot that had received the first pres- 
sure of his footstep. To judge by the 
darkling of his eye, and the motion of 
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his lip, some strong and powerful feeling 
occupied his mind ; but it was of brief 
duration. Emotions unconnected with 
action seemed not made for him : by 
the tossing back of his head, he ap« 
peared to give thought to the winds^ 
and plunged into all the bustle and ac^ 
tivity of the circumstances in which h% 
was placed. 

The Holyhead packet was not yet 
visible ; and the earliness of the hour 
lefl the pier still in quietude. The land-^ 
waiter had been called to go through 
the necessary form^, and of him the 
Commodore asked some questions, with 
eager curiosity, clearness, and rapidity 
of utterance, as if life were too short to 
suffer one moment to pass by unoccu- 
pied, or uhinstructed ; then, as if im- 
patient of the drawling replies, - antici- 
pated the answers, and started new in- 
quiries of local reference. Meantime 
Mr. De Vere had landed ; but wholly 
abstracted from the noise and activity 
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that surrounded hinij, he stood^ turning 
over the leaves of his Spencer, while 
the valet was receiving parcels, port- 
manteaux, and port-foUos^ from a sailor^ 
who was flinging them on shore, and 
exclaiming, as he appropriated or re- 
jected each several article, '^ Cest d 
novLsP — " ce vCest pas a nous^ — ^With 
the exception of ^^ got dam," the French- 
man had not yet acquired a single word 

• 

of English. But with this small por- 
tion of the language, and his own very 
expressive gesticulations, he had suc- 
ceeded so well, as almost to think with 
Figaro, that this emphatic imprecation 
waa the basis of the tongue ; and that 
with it ^^ on ne manque de rien, nulU 
partr 

^^ Will I step in for a jingle for your 
honor?*' demanded a voice, in the broad 
languid drawling of the genuine patois 
of Dublin, slddressing the full force of 
its brogue to the delicate ears of Mr. 
De Vere* " Will I, plaze your honor^ 
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Step in, Sir?" This question, several 
times repeated, at last obtained notice 
by its reiteration. The young stranger 
raised his eyes for a moment to the 
face of him who thus unceremoniously 
proffered hia services, but he withdrew 
them again in disgust. The object of 
this ungracious glance, so little flatter- 
ing in its expression, had stood its in- 
quiry with great coolness. He was 
leaning, and had been leaning since the 
dawn, against one of the posts of the 
pier, and had watched the approach of 
H Librador idly and patiently for more 
than an hour, partly for the gratification 
of his curiosity, and partly in the hope 
of earning some trifle by going for a 
vehicle, or by carrying into the town 
some luggage for the passengers. There 
is scarcely any place so lonely, or hour 
so unseasonable, at which some one of 
these genuine lazzaroni of the Irish me-^ 
tropolis may not be found lounging 
away time, between hope and idleness, 
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in the enjoyment of doing nothing, or 
the vague expectation of having some- 
thing to do. 

Miserably clad, disgiastingly filthy, 
squalid, meagre, and famished, the pe* 
titioner for employment had yet hu- 
mour in his eye, and observation in hi« 
countenance. Occasionally ready to 
assist, and always prompt to flatter, he 
did neither gratuitously. Taunt and in- 
vective seemed the natural expression 
of his habit; for though debasingly 
acquiescent to a destiny, which left him 
without motive for industry, in a coun- 
try where industry is no refuge from dis- 
tress, he yet preserved the vindictive- 
ness of ccmscious degradation; and 
there was frequently a deep-seated sini- 
cerity Jn his curse, which was some- 
times wanting to his purchased bener 
diction. Idleness had become the cus- 
tom of his necessity; and his wants 
were so few, that a trifling exertion 
wx>ukl supply them. Yet he sought 
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early and late for employment; for 
he had probably wants more urgent 
than his own to satisfy. 

This unfortunate representative of his 
class had hitherto lolled on the pier^ a 
listless spectator of the scene^ which was 
going forward, muttering at intervals a 
shrewd observation, laughing deridingly 
as he threw his eyes over the French 
valet, whose foreign air and dress were 
peculiarly notable; and again composing 
his sharp features into a look of respect- 
ful deference, as he reiterated his ques- 
tion to him, whom Ke supposed the 
master. — ^* Will I step in for a jingle, 
your honor? will I, Sir?" ^^Step inP 
at last repeated Mr. De Vere, struck 
perhaps by the calm steady perseverance 
of his intrusion — " step in where, 
friend ?*' " Step into Dublin, plaze your 
honor, for a jingle. Sir, or a hack- 
ney." 

*^ Is Dublin so near then ?'* 

^^ It is, plaze your honor, handy bye. 
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Sir, quite convanient: yez wontmiss me, 
your honor, till I bees back wid ye " 
' ^^ If Dublin is so near/* ^aid Mr, 
De Vere, closing his book, and address- 
ing the Commodore, who now, with his 
rapid step, approached him, after having 
given his orders to his mate and men— 
*^ if Dublin is so near,: I should prefer 
walking, to trusting to any filthy vehicle 
we may be able to procure at this un- 
seasonable hour." 

^^ I meant to propose it,*' was the re- 
ply ; and the active animated speaker, 
taking a rich pelisse from his mate, 
which he drew over his ship dress, and 
exchanging hi$ cap for a round hat, he 
gave some additional orders^ in Spanii^, 
and desired the sailor, who stood beside 
him, with a large valise on his shoulder, 
and writing case in his hand, to follow 
him to Dublin. The two gentlemen 
then proceeded, arm: in arm, to town, 
furnished by the officers of the customs 
with a card of one of the many hotels 
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which now succeed in the pttnciatl 
streets of Dublin to the mansions of the . 
banished nobilitjr* 

Mr. De Vere, to whom the vulgar 
exerti<ms of every-day life were all un- 
known, and even unguessed at, had left 
every thing to a valet, as helpless as 
himself. For the first time since he 
had come into his master*s service, he 
was deprived of the assistance of a cer- 
tain Portuguese laquais, one who spoke 
all languages, performed all services, 
and united all the intrigue, roguery, and. 
'ingenuity of the Pedrillos and Lazarillos 
of the Spanish comedy. This man had 
been dismisse^jl for mal-practices, at the 
moment his ndiaster was leaving the port 
of Lisbon for that of Hymouth ; and 
iiince that period the Frenchman had 
acted without deputy or interpreter. 
But as almost the whole of the interval 
had been passed at sea (for his master 
had remained but a few hours at Fly- 
mouth), he had but slightly felt the in- 



^tm^emieoee. Now, howev^, left I0 
act, not only £:»* hid masto*, but for Imxt^ 
self, he remained, standings on the pier, 
in all the embarrass of endless books, 
parcels, and the splendid necesMtrt of 
the portable toifette. He had alteiv 
nately taken up and laid down, a valise, 
a dressing box, and a pocket editiim of 
2!^mora's Spanish Pkys ; accompany ii^ 
each movement with a^^sacre," ^dianOrey' 
ox^^Peste de mpnome/'slowly rolled fofth 
from between his closed te^h; when 
the English sailor, jerking his own load 
onhis sboulders,exclaimed,^^come,come^ 
moimseer, know your own mind ; either 
wait till we seiids a coach for you and 
your trumpery, or get some^un to help 
yota." . 

^^ Shure TU carry in them portman* 
ties to town for you, mounseer, and the 
leather box, to boot, for a trifle," observed 
the Irishman ; who^ disappointed in the 
commission he had sought, had remain^ 
ed motionless and silent, till the hope of 
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his services being i^ain accepted sug* 
gested itself; and be repeated his pro* 
posal th^ee seveni times^ each loiudo' 
than the other^ as if the louder he vo- 
eiferated, the better chance he had of 
being understood by the fordgner. 

^^,Do you hear me now, mounseer ?* 
he screamed close in the Frendunan'f 
ear ; who^ stamping his feet with anger, 
exclaimed, ^* Paix ! paix !** 

^^ Pay, pay,** reiterated the Iri^man* 
^^ I'll engage you will, dear, and welL** 
l%ien, without *forther ceremony, hoist- 
ing the valise on his shoulders, taking a 
port folio under his arm, and carrying the 
dressing box by its handle, he nodded 
hie head to the parcel of books, whicli 
were inclosed in a le^ather straps ob- 
served, *^now, mounseer, FU trouble you 
just to take them bits of books in your 
daddle; and what would ail us, butwe*d 
take in th' other trifles of things betwixt 
us aisy enough, plaze God; 1*11 engage 
MBe will. So now, my lad,** (address*' 
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kfg thetsailor) ^^ ftAlow me^ and HI shew 
yon the road.** 

The Frenchman comprehended the 
arrangements <^f the Irishman better 
than his fenguage, grinned bpphuse, 
mnttef ed a good humoured ^ got dam^"* 
m token of approbation^ end taking up 
the books^ thesi^ three singukr repre* 
senti^tives of the three nations proceeded 
towards Birblin^ fdlowing close oii the 
ste|>s of the gentlemen^ who had in* 
qnired^heir ^route^ and we]:e some paces 
in advance. 

The Irish lounger, no lounger tiow, 
stepped on lightly with his burthen, in 
that short quick trot, with which the 
lower Irish frequently perform journies 
from one extremity of the kingdom to 
the other^ bare-footed and bare-legged. 
The sailor and the Frenchman, with an 
appearance much more ^ert, and bur* 
thens infinitely lighter, scarcely kept 
pace with him, and obliged him fre« 
-quently to stop, while he as frequently 

c 2 
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addressed them with a sort of Ay in* 
direct curiosity, which ingenioucrly 
sought its' grfttificatioB, without any 
obviofts efi^?ts to obtain it. 

" m ^giage, mouxiseer^" be obserred, 
first attacking the FrenehHian^ ^^ ytz 
were never m ould Ireland afere^ far a» 
you ve trmvelled ; and yez 

^^ Maj trarel the wide world aU oirer^ 
And sail from Fiaace to Balta^robe," 

a$ the song says^ afore ye'll see the likes 
of it agaiii«» airj? way." " Bon, bon/' re^ 
turned the Frenchman, supposing that 
he communicated the joyfiil inteUigence 
Qf their speedy aniiwil, *^ Bon, j'en suis 
dbarm^." 

'* Why then it wffl eharnnf ye more 
every step ye take, for there isn't her 
BM^h, by say, or land, with her beau- 
t^l eye, there, like a unicoini's, in the 
front of her forehead;^ and her Hill of 

^ Iv«laiid'f ejo**-ji rock at'the ontmraee of Hlo 
bay. 



Hoadi^ Kke a mole on her dbMk; and 
see there ferenent yez^ &crasfi the foay^ 
there, there's the sheds of Clontarf, and 
the green groves of Marino, the great 
Earl of Markmonf s sate^ and ould 
' Ballybough, the creatur ! to the jfbre this 
day as when BryBii Bi^^rugh lost his 
crown, aftd his hiarp on it, (the sowl), 
in the Mttsaom of TVinity,*'* 

^^ Cosmnent done T demanded ^it 
Frenchman, denoting his ignottmce ol" 
this detailed description by the per- 
plexity of his looks. " Och bother,"* 
returned the Irishmam, out of all pa«* 
tiemoe at what appeared to him obsti- 
nate sti^idity. 

*^ Bodere, dodere," reiterated the 
FVenehmon, indignant at what he saw 



• A kftrp il skewa in tbs Mmemn •f Tiinitjr 
College, eaid to have beionged to the Irish Mo» 
narch, and found oo the Plains of Clontarf^ 
irhere he fovght his last famoua battle against 

the Danes, and lost his life. 
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was intended f^ insult. '^Comnletit 
done bodere gneux^ qiie tu es T 

*' Cfut awag yourself^" replied the 
Irishman, laughing goed humouredly^ 
^ or troth^ yea'll be in too late foj^ the 
&ir> honey r 

The Fr^iofaman^ supposing' that these 
words^ and the conciliating lav^h which 
accompanied them^indicated an apologyv 
took off bis* hat with great politeness^ 
and accepted the fancied^ excuses^, wkk 
^^ mais- voila^ mon ami^ qui est bien.? 
** Och, your humble servant to com<^ 
mand^mounseer,** returned the Irishman^ 
dropping his load to make sun imitative 
bow : ^^ troth^ you do your dancing master 
ev^ justice^ whoever he was?.* 

The English sailor^ much amused b}r 
Ais interchange of civility ia his two* 
eompsmions^ observed,. " aye, aye, sirs 
fet the mounseers ak>nefbr bowing and 
scraping, and the likes: Never a danc- 
ing dog at Bartlemy fair will beat thenfti 
at that, rU warrant;* 
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^ Why then Fll engage;' replied the 
Irishman^ *^ that yellow^ swarthy/portly 
gentleman th^^ your eaptam> wouldb't 
be a FVenchman> with his ehgant sui"* 
tout, for all he has a Frenchified air 
about him.** 

^' What he ! Lord help your hearty 
jnot he-^no more a Frenchman ikor I 
am^ lad.** 

" Och! he*d be tery sorry, FU enga^i 
though he has a» outlaiuiidi look with 
him, for all that."^ 

*^ Why, aye sure, because he corned 
from the Hindies, Sy^ see ; the West 
Hindies,— or Spanish America. — It's all 
one for that, come from where he wiU^ 
he's a hearty true blue, erery bit of him.** 

^^ And is yourself come all the ways^ 
with him, dear, from the Westenn' 
Indies r 

^^ Not I. I was }yii]g in dock, for it 
is not now all as one a$ formerly— ^aU^ 
goes by luck and frishion now — Some 
\xfiNfr one hears no more <^ tbe Howes^ 

C 4 
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and tite Hotham$^ andthe Nelsons^ and 
liie tMooden walls irf-old England.— The 
jackeit^ the <^ true blue's worn ant^ Sir* 
Sethis here gem'mttn^ who ovms that 
tight felt Off timl)6r^ eVeiy splinter of her 
himself^ it seems, put into our Plymouth 
Sound, ihtee weeks ago, bound from 
Demerara, and sent back his Spanisk 
crew in'a Cadiz merchantman, (except- 
ing old GriHti (aTDudy, die mate), and 
paid '<em likea prince. So tiiien be set 
sail for London, aloft on the mail ; and 
%4)efi he came back, fae manned this 
Uistle ^r^essel with a handful of us Ky^ 
fkiotttli b^s, and we heaved anchor 
•IK days agone ior Ireland ; and ihk I'll 
my (or fcrai, a bd:ter <KHnmander never 
atepped tm forecastle, or walked thft 
^{uarter-deek.'* 

^' See that now,^ replied the Irish- 
«ian, <JHietly, '* and has 'nt a mild look 
withiim, then, for all tJiat; only mighty 
istem. He wouldn^t be a slave driver 
4rom theWester n Indies, Sir* I stroposer' 
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*^ What he! not he, bless the heart 
of him; no ixiore nor I bees; not but 
he's hard enough, sometimes, and hates 
a lubber as he hates poison; but goes 
our halves in hard work." 

^^ See that, now. Sir: och, he has a 
fine look with him, and mightjr portly; 
and has a great name upon him, if a 
body knew it, I'll engage," : 

^^ Can't tell ye that though," replied 
the sailor, because why, I don't know it 
myself. They called 'n the Don at the 
King's Arms in Plymouth— the Span- 
ish Don, though he speaks as good 
^Snglish as the best. And then, wheA 
one asks a question of Grim €froudy, 
who knows all about him, he only an^ 
fiwers one in his d— d lingo." 

'^ And that tall slinder young man, 
dear, with his head in the clouds, as 
if he'd snuff the moon, fairly, he's his 
comrade, I'll engage? 

^' Whjrt:, yon fair weather, fresh water 
bird there? Mounseer'i master'^ Oh, 

C 5 
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I knows nothing of he^ noPi Comtno^^ 
dore^ nor mate either, for the matter 
e*that; he's -a bird: of passage^ lad^.a God 
send, d*y see. Why, just as we had. 
given Edy stone lighthouse the go-bye,, 
out comes old Jack Andrews's wherry, 
the Sharks rowing at the. rate of ten 
knots smhour^ and when, it came along- 
side the Librador,, yon spark,, there, 
stands bolt upri^t, and begs a passage- 
for his self and our mounseer, here to 
Ireland, parlavering about no packets 
plying'from Plymouth to Dublin, and 
being in haste to get there.. So the 
Commodore has him hauled up, and' 
gives -him- tihe; state cabin ; a cabin, fit 
for an. English* admiral;, and so they've 
gone on. well enough,, ya^d arm and 
yard 2a*m^ Jawing together: fore .and aft,^ 
first in. one lingo^ and then iii.anotherf 
and what with«mounseer there,.that has 
not a word of English to throw to a dog^^ 
tndtheSpanish mate, who has bare sufii-- 
eientto work the ship, why tiie vi^ssefsi; 
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Eke to the tovra of Babylon* Butwhat*s 
most oddest^ is/ that for all mounseer 
and Grim Groudy*s gibberishing it so 
with their own masters, shiver me if 
they understand one anothefr a bit. 
Ha! ha! har 

 

Why then/ returned the Irishman^^ 
it is mighty odd^ and very remark- 
able; for if foreigners wont understand 
one another,: who do th^ expect will, 
I wonder.-— And so>ye2 are all going to 
put up in Dnblin^ Why then yez are 
in great luck#'* 

"Luck! no siich luck either; but 
needs must when the old one drives. 
Why^ Sir, we have been pelted about 
this little basin-of dirty water these five 
days^ and last night were fairly driveo 
iq[^the Channel,  blown to shivers^ tat-^ 
tered to ragsy^ amd- must now put into 
dock here, till alFs made right and tight; 
and th«i we're tinder orders to weigh 
anchor with old Grim Groudy^ wskd sail 
fbr Duiigarvon."' 
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*' Troth, then^ if yez will take a fooTs 
advice, yc2 wiirstay where ye are; for 
yez may go farther and &fe worse than 
stopping in Dabim; only may be, your 
business does'nt lie here. Sir." 

^^ Why, for business, I dont believe 
we have much buskiess here; only just 
a Toyage of pleasure. Why that's all 
the go, now. Tlie agreeablest trip I 
ever made was with a young Irish lord 
to fhe Mediterranean, just for sport hke; 
round the world for sport.* 

^* Why, then, its pretty spcni: that 
gives a man the say-sickness. But 
its ill winds blows nobody good; and 
only for it, sorrow bit of Ringsend 
yez had seen this day, and here 
it is.** 

The two gentlemen in advance had 
^ this monj^ent halted at the, entrance 
of one of the mSst wretched suburbs 
Ihat ever deformed or disgraced the me* 
tropolis of any couhtiy ; and the Comv 
modore, whose quick and often back- 
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gknang eye had long since i^ti^cemed 
the Teinfiifeement obtained to the pattjr^ 
by the addition of the lounger at ^e 
pier^ now called^ and desired him to 
lead the way. " I will, phze your horiOTj^v 
h^ replied^ trotting briskly on, while 
the wearied Frenchman *^ toiltd afitr 
him in vatn^ and even the sailor made 
nn escertion to keep pace with him. " I'll 
only jtwt step in. Sir, by your leave, to 
get my moming, for I hasn't broke my 
fast yet. Sir.** 

" BroJce his fcestT reitmited the 
Commodore, shrugging his shoulders, 
as he observed his newly constituted 
guide step m to a little shop, whose 
gaudy placard of ^* licensed to sell spi- 
tituous. Uquors^ was furthef illustrated 
by a range of glasses on the counter, fill- 
ed with whiskey, llde guide tossed one 
off, . observing to the thrty lazy-looking 
woman, who stood wiping a jug with 
her apron, ^* TH pay you when I come 
back, Mrs. Hurley, dear." With this 



assurance from her wi^tched^ but weir 
known custom^^ Mrs. Hurley apfieared 
satisfied ; aware, from experienoe, that^, 
in . this instance, punctuality was gua- 
ranteed by self-interest.* 

^ Break his fast?** repeated tfa^ C(»q- 
QKxlore; '^ what a mode of breaking 
fastr 

^^ As good as anyf rejplied Mr. Der 
Vere: " it all comes to the iiame thipg 
in the end; Habit and circumstances 
determine the mode and: meaas without^ 
our consent or will; and gin or glory 

^' Leads but to ihegraTe.' 

The two travellers now. followed their" 
guide with difficulty* throi^ collected 
hei^ of mud' and- filth. The very air 
.they breathed' was infected by noxious 
vapours^which the morning sun drew 
up from piles of putrid matter. The 
houses^ between which they passed9- 
were in ruins ; the sashless windows- 
were stufied with straw; the unhinged- 
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doors exposed the dark and dirty^ stJairB, . 
which led to dens^.8tifi more dun audi 

' feiil;. Here^if/^Iondy misery retired to« 
die^** living wretchedness* could scaroely 
nd a shelter. Y^t many an haggard: 
face^ many an attenuated form^ marked 
by the squalor of indigence^ and the 
harshness of vice^ even hbre evinced 
a crowded and- superabundant popular 
tion.. Theguide^ who^as he proceeded 
through this* disgusting suburb^ . saluted 
several among those whose- idle curio** 
silyhad drawn them irom their sties^ 
betntyed a qOurtesy of manner curious^ 
ly contrasted with his own appjsarance^ 
and "that of the-persons^ he addressed. 
Every body wa& " Sir," or " Madam ;? 
and the * children^ were eitberr ^Miss.** 
or ''•Master,'* or were saluted with 
epithets of endearment and famili^ 
anty. 

" Morrow^ Dennis^ dfear, how is it 

* with you?/ '' Morrow, kindly^ Mr». 
£lanagan.: I hope 1 see you well^ 
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ma'am,"* *^ Oh, yoaLTe up with the day, 
Mr. Qeratty. How's the woman that 
owns you r « Here^s a fine morning. 
Miss Costello, God bless it : is your 
mother bravely, miss ?" *^ Eh 1 then 
Paddjr; you little garlagh, why is'nt it 
after the cockles ye are the day, and the 
tide on the turn.*' 

While, however, he seemed occtqpied 
with ^^ <m unwearied spirit of doing 
ewrtesies^ he occasionally threw his 
«hrewd, but sunken eye, ov^ the per- 
sons he was conducting ; and faithfully 
translating the expression of the Com- 
modore's looks, he observed : 

^^ Och ! its a poor place. Sir,' sure 
enough ; and no poorer room-keepers, 
your honor, than the Ringsend's, God 
help 'em, not even in the vaults, Sir." 

'' The vaults ?" 

*^ Och ! yes, indeed, the vaults under 
the fine new streets. Sir, that is'nt built, 
where there's nothing to pay ; only in 
respect of being mighty moist. Wait a 



taste^ your faonor^ till yez get an^ Skt^ 
and y€2 will see them svrarm oot in 
great style, the eratars I** 

'^ And sure it is a wia^ beau^ul 
and sweet country/' read aloud Mr. De 
Vere, who had notpr found out thepaasage 
he had hitherto vainly aou^ in Spen^ 
oer, and was treading a dear pathway as 
they left the miserable outlets of Riii^i- 
end find Iriehtown behind diern.^ ^^A 
most beemtiful and sweet wimtry 
m my under keaoen^ being Marei 
ihnmghowt* tvkh muny goodly rwers^ 
ivkk &ll sorts ofjUhy^most ^Aumkmtfy 
sprinkled with many 4>ery sweet islands, 
nnd goodly hdfies, like little inlemdseas^ 
that will carry even skippes upon their 
waters, adorned with goodly woods, 
even Jit for buUdmg houses and skippes, 
so commodioHsly, as that if some pris^ 
ees in the world had them, they would 
soon hopH to be hrds of all the seas, 
and ere long, of all the world-^^alsi 
full of very good ports and havens. 
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^tmnf^ mto BngUmd^ as inmting M {(f 
$ome mto them^ la see what exeeUeni 
eommf^Kties that eountrtf can e^ffbrd, 
]$esides, the soyle itself^ moH fertile f 
^ to yidd all kind of fruit that shall 
be committed there tmto > and lijistly, 
the heavens most ndldy though some* 
what more moist than the parts towards 
the west J* 

^* So much &r the Natural State of 
Ireland,** said the Comniodor^, as the 
peripatetic situdent closed his book^ 
to which the guide had given a veiy 
humorous- aittention.^ ^' So much for 
tiie natural state. Behold the first 
groupings of its social^ it^ political conr* 
dition/' As he spoke^ they entered 
one of those long-laid-out streets^ whose 
houses^ in the course of many years, 
have not advanced beyond the founda** 
tions. From thevaultSy the thick smoke 
of burning straw or rubbish was emitted 
through holes^ perforated in the pave^ 
jnient;^ while hordes of wretched and 



fithy creatiif«8 er^t from beneath thu 
dark roofs of their earthy dwellingS|. 
te> solicit the ehari^ of those Who 
pasaed above them. One fromr among 
the nitmber^'who had been less- alert 
in pickinig up smne scattered small 
change^ flung among them by the.gen^ 
tlemen^ contmued to ruu beside them> 
begging for an '^ halfpenny to^ buy 
bread.'" It was a little shivering, hal£- 
nak^d girl^ pretty, but filthy and ema^ 
ciated. A9 the giud^ came iip^ she re^ 
treated^ and a significant glaiice passed 
between them^ which dnyre her at once 
back to her deh;« but not before she 
had picked' up a silver sixpence flung 
after her. 

^' God bless your honor/* smd the 
guide, in a trenudous vdice : ^^ that*9 
a greater chanty than you think,, Sir.^' 

« This is all veiy bad^" said Mr; 
De Vere, " disgustingly bad. Short of 
actual ofiensive disgust, affecting the 
Ikealth and org^ns^ I have, myself* 
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no pcsitive objectaoa to suburbia^ 
wretchedness. There is dometimeft a 
sort of poeticftl misery in such soenci^ 
very aflfective to contemplate > not al« 
together so coan^e and aqoaUd as 
Crabbers Bdrongh Scenery, but a 8pe«> 
eies of picturesque wretchedness^ dial 
has its merii-*-rags well draped^ mi* 
sery well chiselled, 'affording a rtucty 
for the painter's pendl, or a model to 
the poet's eye,** 

'^ But who/' asked ihe Commodore 
with emphasis, ^' can see such wnetoh* 
edness as this, with a maris eye^ audi 
liot feel it With a mafis heart. The 
mind starts beytond the mere impulse 
of 'sympathy here; it rushes at once 
fixHn the efftct to the cmtse. Indig- 
nation usurps the seat of pity, and the 
spunt rests upon those who have a£» 
flicted, not on those who sufi^." 

^^ Yes, but even so, you go but 
half-way. AH is evil in political insti* 
tutes; because all is bad in moiaii 



» all ifl di8gi»tii3f in physical nature. 
AU realitiea are evit^ wbA the wlK>le 
system^ as we knovr it, but a ffHtuitous 
combination of. oorraptin^ particles: 
the br^teat ^cfes^ the mort hicent 
points, but ^e ahming glitter of pu^ 
trescency, and even 

** The braTe o'erlnliigiiig firnmmcnt, 

The mjefttic roof, ft«tCed wkh goldea tires, 

A foul and peslilon^ OQDgregaippQ of yvjfovn/^ 

^ This is Merrion Square, plaze your 
honor," interrupted the guide, coming 
forward, '^ where the quality lives. 
And there's * Sir John*s fountain, your 
honor. So beautiful! and cost a power! * 

and woutd'nt* get lave to build a taste 

—————— «^—i^-^ ' ■— 1— ^— — J— — — ^— — I  

* Sir J., Afterwards Lord de B . It is 

cariaas to. observe, tkat the lowest classes of 
tha population of Dublin ara perfectlj ac- 
f uainted with the Jodking systems, nnder^whitb 
all public transactions are effected in that me« 
tropolis : thej also discuss them with a mixtnra 
of humour and anger that is extremely isharac* 
tevittie. 
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of them, only he declared to God, and 
vspotk his honour^ he never would allow 
a thimblefiill of water to come out of 

* Ihem^ in respect of a sup never going 
in. And there they, are to this day^ 
a .great job, by Jagers; why would*nt 
they?" 

The gentlemen, in tiheir wsiy to didr 
hotel, in Sackville Steeet, now passed 
through that line of the Irish metropo- 
lis, which brings within th^ compass ot 
a coup d*oeil some of the noblest public 
edifices and spacious streets to be fi>und 
in the most leading cities 6f Europe. 
All, however, was still, silent, and void; 
The guide, walking parallel to the tra-r 
vellers, with his eye furtively glancing 
on them,, evidently watched the effect 

. which the faeau^ of his native city (a 
beauty of which he was singuiarly 
proud) made upon their minds: and 
when' they had reached that itnposing 
area, which includes so much of the 
axelntectural elegance and social bustle 
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4>f 0dblin^ the area flanked by its silent 

senate-house, and commanded by its 

venerable university^ he paused, as if 

from weariness, leaned his burthen 

against the college ballustrade, and 

drew 4ipon the attention of the strangers 

(who also voluntarily halted to look 

laPQund them), by observing, as he 

^nted to 1^ ri^t, *^ Thatfs ^e <Hild 

parliament^iouse, Sin Why, then, 

&ere was grate work going on there 

oncei, qmet and ^sy as it standa now, 

die cratur 1 grate work shure enough ! 

and there's the very lamp^post I climbed 

up the night of the Union. Och ! then 

you'd think the murtker of the world 

was in it ; and so it Was, shure ^enough, 

—that's of Ireland, your honor ; God 

help hen And th^e we were, from 

light to light, and long after, watching, 

aye, and praying too, and grate pehing, 

ahurely, when they came out, the 

thieves that sould us fairly. And 

troth, ifw^'d have known as much 
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at we know now^ it isn't that a^way 
Aeyd haye got off. Aad Haver throve 
from tliat hwiv^ nor eared to cry ^^ the 
Ffeeman*&'\* and the parfiammt de-^ 
Ikates not in it, nor counsellor Grattan, 
Qch^ the trade was ruined entirely; and 
from that day to tiiis^ never hawked 
Ikfi bk of paper, nor could r^Uae a tin* 
penny, only just on arrands^long Ufe U> 
your honors ; and that's what the Union 
has brought us to; and sorrow paper they 
need print at all, at all, now, only in re-^ 
ipect of the paving board, and Coun- 
sellor Galli^her s iligant speeches.'' 

^^ And whi^t use is made of that mag- 
nificent building ?" asked Mr. De Vere, 
who stood gazing upon it with evident 
admiration. 

" Whaib use is it they make of it ? 
your honor ; Why then^ sorrow a use 
m Ufe, only a bank. Sir ; the bank t>f 



«a One of the nost spirited, popular, and 
liest eonda^tad psperi ia tke empir«» 
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Ireland ; what lesis use oonld they make 
of it? And for all that,*" added the 
guide^ significantly^ '^ it' cost a power 
to make iLwhat it is'' 

*^ It is !a beautiful thing of its kind/ 
jsaid Be Vei^e, still gaztnjg^ upon it, and 
rather apostrophizing the btiilding thaii 
addressing his companion, who stood 
silent, and self-wrapped— *^ Beaiidfiil, 
even sou;, entire and perfect in all its 
parts, what will it be centuries hence, 
touched by the ccntsecrating hand of 
time, when iti^ columns shall lieprostrate, 
its pediments and architraves broken and 
moss-grown, when all around it is si. 
lence and desolation? Then haply some 
strife of elements may conduct the enter- 
prising spirit of remote philosophy to 
these coasts; may cast some future Volney 
x>f the Ohiho or Siisquehanah upon the 
shores of &is little Palmyra, and he 
may surmise and wonder, may dream 
his thewies, and calculate his probabili* 
ties ; and, beiiding over these ruins, sec 

VOL. !• p 
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the future in the past^ and apostrophize 
the inevitable fate of existing empire».^ 

**0r some American freeman,^ observ- 
ed the Commodore^ ^^the descendant of 
some Irish exile^ may voluntarily seek the 
bright green shores of his fathers^ and^ 
in this mouldering structure, behold the 
m<mument of their former degradation.** 

'* Why, then, long life to your ho^ 
nors,** added the guide, who, with the 
subtlety incidental to his class and 
countiy, drew ingenious, and some* 
times exact conclusions, from very 
scanty premises, and who believed that 
the strangers were predicting the ruin 
of Ireland from the event of the Union 
(an event execrated by all the lower 
orders of the country),. ** Why, then, 
long life to your honors, its true f(^ 
you, and was said long ago, that afrer 
the Union the grass would grow high 
in Dublin . streets ; and would this 
day, plaze God, only in respect of the 
paving-board, that he's ripping up the 
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tftreets^ and laying down the streets^ 
from June to January^ just fofr the job^ 
by Jagurs. 

*^ Well, there is ould Trinity,** he con- 
tinued, turning towards the college, as he 
again raised his load upon his shoulders : 
^' the bojrs that used to bate the world 
before them oncet with their fun and 
their laming, are now down, like the 
rest,— and does not know one of them 
myself now, barring CoUagian Bar- 
rett." 

*^By the bye,*' said Mr. De Vere, 
^* is not this Irish College Smart* 
* Temple of Dulness,* in the eyes of 
whose learned doctors. Swift and Gold- 
smith could find no favour? I have 
little respect myself for incorporated 
learning, or for literature and taste, ac- 
quired by act of parliament.** 

^* Intellectual illumination,** replied the 
Commodore, ^^ like other things, would, 
perhaps, best find its maximum when 
independent of legislative interference* 

V 2 
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There is au education .belonging to the 
spirit of the a^e^ and carried on by its 
influence^ far beyond the rulea of these 
.^om^ut monastic institutions." 
: ^^ Och ! its ViXkOuld place^shufe enough," 
said the guide> ^^ and least said about it 
•is soonest mended. Now, plaze your ho- 
nors, Tm finely rested, many thanks to 
yez, and so is mounseer. too, arid will 
attind you, and lave ould Nosey there 
to put a»;for'^heyVe began to deck the 
lad, early as it is " 

As he spoke, he directed the observa* 
ti<m of the gentlemen to the equestrian 
statue of KingT^illiam the Third, which 
two riien were now busily engaged in 
decorating with orange and blue rib- 
bons^^ 



■♦•■••P^iWI^— ^••WBP* 



'^This Iudi€roQ9 and .o0)9ngiTe spectacle {s 
exhibited at the. expense of thecWil magistrate, 
OD the anniTersary of even is coanected with the 
triumph of the rcTolulion party, and the down* 
fall of the Jacobites. To the Catholics, who 
.teholdf in this outward sign a token of tiieir 
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*^ What doeis it mean/ demanded 
Mr. . 

*^ What d6e^ it mane? why it manes 
to vex the papists sorely our honor, shore 
that's the ascefadency. Sir; only for it, 
a»d . the Ukes of it, wouldn't we be thia 
diety haiid and glove, orange and green : 
sorrow owq dolour you'd know from the 
other. Och! but that would not do—* 
where would the aseendeney be?— only" 
all Irishmen theiu^* 

The gentlemen at length reached 
their hotel, whidi* might have been 
taken for, what it had onc<i been, the 
splendidman^onof a resident nobl^maii, 

I II I I I I .1      " I     ■! I I fc I I 

t 
• I 

political annihilation, and an insulting arrogation 
of the supremacy of the minority OTer the ma* 
jority, it is a source of hcart^buniingsf and an 
incentiTe to discord. As, howerer, its continued 
exhibition is a proof of narrow intellect and 
bad feeling in the individuals who persist in 
repeating it, the oppressed party would do well 
to turn the laugh against their enemies, by ridi. 
culing the taste, and mocking the vanity whicli 
$Qds pleasure in thus dis6guring the statue. 

D3 
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but for the shew-board^ which desig- 
nated its present public use and object. 
The capital of Ireland^ since th« 
Union^ has become a mere stage of pas- 
sage to such of its great landholders as 
occasionally visit the kingdom for pur^ 
poses of necessity. They consider thi$ 
beautiful city only as a pendant to Holy- 
head; and take up their temporary 
lodging to await the caprice of wind and 
tide^ in those mansicms where a few 
years ago they spent a large part of their 
great revenues, drawn from their native 
fioil. Hie bill that defrays the expense 
of a dinner at an mn^ thus acquits their 
debt to <he country from which they 
derive their all, which they dislike to 
visit, iy[id are impatient to quit*. 



^* It 18 Tery eitraordinarj that id this large 
and populous city (Dublin), there should be such 
an almost total iirant of good ions for the ac 
commodation of traTcllers and strangers."—^ 
Letter from Ireland^ by J. fiu^ft, 1764. 

Thirty years ago there was but one hotel in 
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Several idle persons stood lounging 
about the door of the hotel. The only 
person whom they wished to see, the 
master, did not appear; and they had 
to wait some time before the head 
waiter could be found to teU them whe- 
ther they could be accommodated : for 
what is called the dead time of the yeai^ 
is usually that in which Ireland is most 
visited by curious strangers (who choose 
that period as the best for visiting KiU 
lamey and the Giant's Causeway), and 
by necessitous absentees, who, driven to 
look for their rents, or to canvass their 
county, take that time for their penance, 
which they cannot well employ else- 
where, and make a snatch at Ireland in 

'^^^— — — —  li— —  II II HI II I I I — — — ^MN— 

DubliD ; nor was there occasion for more; The^ 
nobility aod gentry came from their seats at once 
to their mansions in the capital. When, how- 
eTer, the seat of honourable ambition, and the 
means of raising a fortune and name were re. 
mof ed to another kingdom, it is natural that the 
rank and talent of the country should emigrate. 

d4 
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the inteFval between the London and 
waterkig--place seasons . 

While the gentlemen walked up and 
down .the haH, with every s3anptom of 
impatience^ the guide applied to the ex- 
hausted Frenchman for payment, who 
W€w how l3nng full length on i3i berichy 
utteiing-many exclamations of annoy- 
ance ffiid &tigue. When he- imder- 
dtood the meamng of the Irisninan's 
extended hand^ he gave bim what h« 
considered a ^sufficient reward for his 
services. ' But as this sum was bardy 
what the Irishman expected, he re- 
turned it carelessly, with ^* Here,^ moun- 
seer ! Til make you a present of it .'* 

/* Mais, comment done, mon ami 
qu est ce que c^est^ 

" What is it, I sat/, is it ? Why then 
its what I say, I wouldn't dirty my 
fingers with it.^' 

^^ Theh," said one of the waiters, im- 
patient to get him out of the hall, and 
snatching the portmanteau out of hi« 
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hand^ '^ / sajfy that if you wcmt take 
that, rd give you nothing.'' 

" Wouldn't you, Mr. Connolly T he 
replied coolly. " Why then, faith, its 
often you gave us that, Mister ^ Con- 
nolly, and will again, pla2e God." 

The laugh which^this observation ex- 
cited in the l^e^standers, raised Mr. 
Connolly's ^^holer, and he now eiidea* 
voured to hustle the guide out of the 
hall ; but he stood his ground firmly, 
exclaiming with great coolness, *^ I 
W6nt go 'till I'm ped, Mr. Connolly; 
not a foot, Sir; tiw wouldn^t quit if your 
master was in it himiself." 

* The Commodot^e pow came forward 
to learn the cause o/ the scufBe, and 
having heard both parties, l^e turned 
Itbltijrtly to the guid^ and demanded^ 
** WhiBit employment are y^u fit for ?'• 

^ What employment am I fit for? 
Every employmentin^ life, Sir>' |p)od or 
bad." . 
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*^ Would you like to go into »er- 
viceP'V 

*^ Is it into reglar service, your ho- 
nor ? Och, then^ I never favoured that 
much.*' 

^^ Will you go on board ship?" 

^^ Is it on board ship> Sir ?** (rubting 
round his shoulders and smiling^) ^^ Och, 
plaze your honor, I oncet went a long 
voyage. Sir, and the say sickness didn't 
agree with me." 

^^ Well," said the Commodore^ im- 
patiently, " if there was one inclined 
to be of service to you, to enable you to 
get some more certain mode of sub- 
sistence than that you pursue, what line 
of life would you prefer ?" 

*^ Why, then, long life to your ho- 
nor^ I pray Grod, and if there wm a 
gentleman would have the great kind- 
ness to lind me a trifle to get my rags 
out of pledge, that i might go back to 
the trade nate and dacent, ^as my ould 
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father did afore me, I would chose, 
*bove all the employments in life. Sir, 
to stand at the Post-Office and cry the 
Freeman*8 Journal, plaze your honor/* 

^^ And what sum will do this for 
himr'V asked the Commodore of the 
head waiter, who now a{^ared. 

^^ God bless you. Sir, a pound note 
would inake his fortune ; and I would 
be his banker, and 4see it laid out to ad* 
vantage.*' 

The Commodore silendy presented 
the pound note, and was moving away, 
when the guide following him a few 
steps, dropt on his knees, and seizing 
the skirts of his pelisse, remained for a 
moment struggling for utterance, while 
the tears stood in his hollow eyes. 
^^ Should I return to Dublin," observed 
the Commodore, touched perhaps by 
the silent emotion of feelings so prompt 
and ardent, so opposed to the poor 
man's former gay and jocose acutenest^ 
^ should I return, I will enquire for you 
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here, and if I find you have given up 
breaMng tfour Just with widskej/^^^ 

'^ My fast, your horioury thaf s all for ' 
the whole day. Sir, inat» or drink, and 
the rest goes ' Plaize your honor, 

the little bit of a haked girl, at the 
vault, that*8 my child. Sir, and four of 
them— only dacency, your honour, and 
a bit of pride, ;and the ehildre,' amd.the 
potind note^ Sir; oh! its too much 
goodness intirely/' 

The Commodore drew back from his 
grasp, and moticming him to rfse, added, 
*^ In that case-^four children you say.*^ 
He then gave another note, and walked 
rapidly away, 

- ^^ Gi^d Wess-you, Sir," said the waiter, 
who ran before, and conducted the gen»- 
tlemen up stairs. ^' You have made one 
poof man happy this mortiing, at all 
events.*' 

^ Yt)u hlav^ ' had a Sccna/* observed 
Mr. De Vere, languidly. 

*^ Almost/* he replied, with a deep 



sighi. *^ Absentee^ yes, well imay they 
be absentees that can. Whatrsthat de* 
gree of enjoyment and individual happi*- 
ness, which a man may procure, .who is 
liable every day -to behold >stich misery 
as we have witnessed, within the last 
short hour ; or who is led to reflect for 
ft moment on the train of misrule^ of 
the collision of interests, prejudices, and 
feelings, which have produced such a 
state of society in this fine country ?" 

This speech was pronounced after 
they had entered a handsome drawing.* 
room, and while each took possession of , 
a loimger. -The wtoter then began a 
long string of apologies.  "Dressing* 
rooms would be got ready in a few 
minutes, as 'soon as. the M ai:quis of 
Inchigeela and' his sony'Lord ODiihmana* 
way, were gone; and his lordship's tra* 
veiling carriage wasat that moment at 
the door : but .the house was so iull ; a 
number of persons from England arrived 
by the last packet ; others about to de- 
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part for Holyhead ;** and he added^ in 
an aside whisper^ '^ the elderly gentle- 
woman would be off in a jiffy, as her po- 
chay was ordered, and she had only 
stepped into the best drawing-room to 
write a letter/* He then added aloud, 
that he would just run down himself 
and introduce the French valet to the 
French cook, store the gentlemens* 
things in the dressing-room, and order 
breakfast. 

The waiter then shuffled off, impress- 
ed with an high opinion of the conse- 
quence of the strangers, from the petu- 
lance of the one and the haughty look 
of the other ; and beUeving them to be 
well worth attending to, from the extra- 
ordinary liberality of the Commodore, 
who, by an act well adapted to Irish 
feelings^ had bought golden opinions 
from all who had witnessed it. 

The mention made by the waiter of ^ 
the ^^ elderly gentlewoman,'* was the 
fisvt intimation the strangers received 
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of such a person being present. Thej 
now threw their eye^ round the spacious 
room ; and a figure^ which answered to 
the description^ appeared seated in one 
of its remote comer;s at a writing table. 
They turned their eyes instantly away^ 
for a very fine map of Ireland hung on 
the wall, near to which they sat. The 
Commodore took it down, and began to 
trace his route with a pencil, while Mr. 
De Vere followed his track with his eye 
as he looked over his shoulder. 

Meantime the gentlewoman resem- 
bled, as she sat, one of those wax-work 
figures, which, at once grotesque and 
natural, are coloured to the life, yet ^n-* 
animate as death; for she remained, 
for a considerable time after the stran* 
gers had entered the room, with her eyes 
rivetted on.their persons, and her pen sus- 
pended above the paper upon which she 
had been writing. ^ There was an inten- 
sity in her fixed look that implied some- 
thing more than mere idle curiosity* 
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In whatever manner their sudden ap« 
pearance had affected her, they seemed 
to hold her senses in suspension.; and 
ftiany minutes had elapsed, and the 
strangers had travel led, onpaper^ over the 
whole province of Munster, before she 
resumed, with a long drawn §igh, the 
Occupation .they had interrupted. In 
her person this elderly gentlewoman 
was low aud somewhat bulky : her head* 
dress was a t^te, with side curls, pow- 
dered, surmounted by a small high 
crowned beaver hat^ laid flat upon the 
head. £&e wore a black crape veil, so 
fastened up in the centre as to expose a 
very red nese, and a very large pair of 
dark green spectacles; her chin was 
«unk in her cravat, whose long fringed 
ends belonged to other epoclis of fa- 
shion than the present. ^ The immense 
chitterling of. her Jiabit, shirt appeared 
through her -single-breasted, long- waist- 
cd, brass-buttoned ^amblet-joseph. Her 
whole appearance, though most risibly 
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singular^ was such 'as would have been 
scarcely deemed extraordmaJry in thu 
remote counties of- Ireland twenty or 
thirty yekrs back, when old &3bton9 
and ojd habits -reindned in full force 
among the provincial gentry, who pre-? 
served the fsiith, principles/ and co^ume 
df their ancestors alike unchanged* 
Even still such figures are occasionally 
seen in the middle ranks of rural life, 
riding on a pillion to mass on a holiday, 
or making one of a congregation of teii 
in some remote and solitary church, 
whose parish, though it bring a large 
.revenue to its non-resident incuml>ent, 
may not consist of as many protestant 
families. 

The impatience of the travellers for the 
refreshment of the toilette and the break- 
fast table was now considerably abaited 
by the occupation which the map af- 
forded them. The Commodore had 
traced with his pencil thcgreat Mun- 
. ster road as far as Cashel ; then diverged. 
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by cross ways^ towards the Gaulty Moun- 
tains^ to the towns of Doneraile and 
Puttevant. From this pbmt he was 
proceeding towards Kerry^ when his 
companion interrupted him, by ob- 
serving : 

" I perceive We are proceeding by 
the same route, as far as Buttevant. I 
am going to the south, and shall halt at 
Kilcoleman, the reposoir, where, in the 
course of my pilgrimage through this 
island of saints, my imagination will do 
homage to the memory of Spencer. If 
you have not any objection, I should 
like much to accompany you so far ; 
but you will reject the proposal with 
the same frankness it is made, if it 
is the least gene to you.** 

^' On the contrary, I shall accept it 
with pleasure, as far as Buttevant; 
but from thence my uncertain route, 
through a wild country, will be passed 
on horseback ; and the business of an 
ardei^t research would leave me no time 
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• ^ 

for the enjoyment of your society, from 
which I have already derived so much. 
But,** he added, after an abrupt pause, 
and suddenly speaking in Spanish, ^^you 
are ignorant of my name and situation. 
You may dislike this equivocal position, 
in which I am necessarily thrown ; for 
it would not suit my views or my conve- 
nience to reveal either. To the tide, how- 
ever, of Commodore, given mc by my 
crew, I have a right : for the rest, you 
must take me as I am, and upon trust.** 
'' I take you upon your own terms^ 
was the reply, ^^ and I adopt them as 
my own : to confess the truth, I like die 
mystery and romance of our connexion. 
It is foreign to the established forms of 
the world*s calculated ties : and whetl|er 
or not, when we part, we ever meet 
i^ain, I shall look upon the accident 
which brought me acquainted with the 
commander of II Librador as among the 
most pleasant events of my life. I am 
weary of the stale forms of what, is 



63 FLORENCE MACARTHVt 

falsely called civilized society ; and he 
who picks me up unknown, unnamed, 
in the middle of the ocean, receives me 
between sky and sea, a wanderer in the 
elements, gives me the rites of hospi- 
tality, communicates with me frankly, 
cherishes no suspicion, s^eks no con« 
fidence, nor obtrudes any, connects him- 
self; in my imagination, Mrith a state of 
things, often draamed of, but rari^ly rea- 
lized. Ties, formed under such circum- 
stances, are precious as they are rare; 
and by me, at leasts are valued accord- 
ingly." 

•^ And I," said the Commodore, with 
his splendid smile, brightening the 
severity of his singular countenance, 
^^ have just romance enough to enter into 
your feelings; for I once made a friend- 
ship, in swimming down the Oronoko, 
which influenced the fortune and bent 
of my future life.** 

They then agreed to leave Dublin in 
two hours; and Mr. D^ Vere asked 
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^^ What do you do with your servant?"* 
" I have none hUt my Spanish mate^, 
vrhom I leave to take . the command of 
my vessel, when she isxeady for sea.** 
^^ Then I abo will leave my ridiculous 
iFrepchman behind me, till I airrive at 
my place of destination; a period ^ still 
hanging in the stars** The maater of this 
hotel will take care of him, I suppose, 
if well paid^. as he .would: of. my^ grey 
parrot^ green monkey, er any other 
exotic animal I might consign to hiih. 
I have not the least idea, though, how 
I shall do: i^ithout a servant; but the 
situation will he. ne w^ and so fat good.** 

Here, the waiter entered, and en- 
quired of the elderly gentlewoman, as 
if merely tp make an excuse to get her 
out of the room, ^* Havje you any lug- 
gage, maam, to |>ut up?'* — To this 
question ^ she replied angrily, and inter- 
rupting her reassumed letter, which, by 
the motion of her hand, appeared- to 
consist of characters complex as the* 
ancient Ogham, ^^ Have I any luggage ! 
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home I? Then do you take me for a 
snail^ why! with all my goods on my 
back ?^ The rich round Munster brogue 
in which this question was ' asked^ the 
guttural accentation of the *yoii£ and 
the ^why" peculiar to that province^ and 
the sharp key in which it was uttered, 
made the gentlemen start; while the 
impertinent waiter took no pains to 
conceal his ready laughter. 

^^You are mighty pert^ Sir,** said 
the old lady, tossing a black wafer about 
her mouth, and sealing and soiling 
her ilUfcdded letter with it: she then 
gathered up her papers (some printed 
tracts which lay on the table), and cork- 
ing her inkhom, which she dropped 
into her capacious pocket, as a peb- 
ble falls into the bottom of a deep 
well, she lowered her veil, resumed 
a black silk rabbit-skin-lined cardinal 
cloaks and waddling to the door, turned 
full roimd, and made a formal courtesy 
to the gentlemen: the gentlemen bowed, 
and she retired. 
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The French valet had now prepared 
the apparatus for the toilette: but before 
they adjourned to their dressing roonfjf, 
the waiter returned^ and presented anote^ 
ille^bly written upon ^ dirty card^ 
which Mr. De Vere took between his 
finger and thumbs and read^ first eagerly 
to himself^ and then aloud^ with a look 
of disgust^ amounting almost to nausea : 
it ran as follows : 

*^' Mistress Ma^llicuddy presents her 
respects^ on her way to Munster^ would 
make a third in a chay^ as far as Tip- 
perary town, if agreeable. N.B. No lug- 
gage to signify^ foreby a portmantle and 
bandbox^ also a magpie and cage^ would 
hang outside^ if not agreeable within : 
would prefer the gentlemen if serious : 
begs your acceptance of a religious tracts 
and am^ gentlemen^ Yours^ &c. 

Molly Magillicuddy.** 

The waiter chuckled^ and observed : 
" The lady says she forgot to mention 
the bird and bandbox are to be taken up 
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in Thomas Street r Mr; De Vere tossed 
4he note on the table^ and went to his 
dressing room; and the Gommo4ore, 
with more good breeding, or.Tatber with 
more good nature, desired the whiter to 
say that previous arrangementa obliged 
them to decline the. ^honour intended 
them by Mrs. Magillicuddy. 

This singular looking lady had come 
by the Holyhead packet the* night be- 
fore, and had ordered a chaise previous 
to the arrival of the gentleDjiej^u-^Tbe 
freedom,with whidi they had. discij^sed 
their rout^ before her, had probably 
suggested the idea of econojnising her 
travelling expenses by joining them. 
.She might also have had some more 
important views,than those which were 
prudently directed to their purses; fw 
her enquiry as to their being '^serious" 
(a technical term in a particular new 
light,) indicated her calling; and it was 
possible she believed herself the elected 
agent of salvation to them, a^ to many 
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«thers^ the Kmdner or Johanna South- 
cote of some Munster village, to which 
she might now be returning, laden with 
sectarian tracts, and^ Irish snufi^ bohea 
tea, and intolerance. 

When the waiter delivered a negative 
answer to her card, she shook her ^ead, 
and said: ^^In their blindness they 
know not what they reject why! but 
the sickle will go forth, and the harvest 
will yet be reaped." 

She shortly after set off for Naas, ac- 
cusing the waiters of sauciness and ex- 
travagantcharges, talking Irish with the 
driver, and lecturing the beggars on the 
sin of idleness. She accompanied her 
admonition with some small change ; at 
the same time accountingselfishly for her 
donation, by observing, ^^ He that giv- 
eth to the poor lendeth to the Lord. 
^' O ! I engage,'* said the waiter as she 
drove bff, " it's little you d give, if you 
didn t expect it back with interest ten- 
fold—and that's now what the likes of 
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-her daUs charity! Its the charity that 
begins at home^ aye^ and - ends there 
too. Commend me to the gentleman 
above stairs that gave his two pound 
notes^ and never canted nor preached 
about it. Thafs the real charity, long 
life to him V 

To this ejaculation an '^ ameii'' was 
repeated by all present, who had wit- 
nessed the liberality of the Commodore, 
and heard the departing apostrophe gS 
the *' elderly gentlewoman/' 
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CHAPTJ^ H. 

Oh! quel homme superienr! quehgrand genie^ 
qae ce Poco-curante ! Rien ne peut lai plai^^*, 

VOLTAIRX* 



The two distii^iguished strangers^ 
whom chance had so singularly united^ 
and who had mutually chosen^ from 
caprice or prudence, to hang the veil of 
mystery over their respective situations^ 
appeared to touch on the extremes of 
human character. But there was, xxotr 
withstanding, an obvious dove-tailing 
in their dissimilitudes ; and their moral 
•disagreements, hke some musical dis* 
cords, produced a combination more 
gracious than the utmpst perfection of 
a, complete and blended harmpny could 
effect The one seemed a brilliant iU 
lustration of physical and iDktellect\ial 

£ 2 
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energy, thrown into perpetual activity; 
the other a personification of moral ab- 
straction, originating ingenious reveries, 
which, though sometimes founded iti fact, 
were generally inapplicable in practice. 
The fortunes of life seepied to have form- 
ed the one, and to have spoiled the other. 
The one thought, sympathized, and 
acted; the other mused, dreamed, and 
was passive! Their first half-hours 
communication, however, on board ship, 
was a prompt commutation of mutual 
good will.— Each felt he was associated 
with a gentleman ; and in thatconfiderice 
had sufiered intimacy to grow with % 
rapidity disproportioned to its duration. 
But though opinions were freely discuss- 
ed, and almost always opposed; though 
sentiments were broadly debated, and 
principles vehemently canvassed; yet 
in the many and long conversations, 
held during the silence of calm seas and 
of slumbering elements, by the midnight 
moon, or the day's prelusive dawn, n« 
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Circumstance of personal communication 
had ever passed between them: mutu- 
ally in possession of each other s lead- 
ing opinions^ and features of character^ 
they were ignorant of all else beside. 

Both gentlemen spoke Spanish and 
French fluently; but the Commodore 
had a foreign pronunciation of so.me 
particular English woitls^ which denoted 
him to have b^en long absent from the 
countries where English is the verna- 
cular tongue. The reading of the 
younger stranger seemed' stupendous* 
It included the classics^ ancient and 
modern^ with the whole belles lettres of 
European and oriental literature. The 
studies of the Commodore were evidently 
more confined to the exact sciences; 
and^ with the exception of Shakespeare^ 
Milton, tnd Ossian^ and of some old 
quaint English prose writers^ tlie chro- 
niclers of Ireland^s hapless story^ the 
Campions^ Spencers^ and Hanmers, his* 
course of English reading seemed cir**^ 

£ 3 
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cumscribed. The conversation of the 
one, thierefore, was more elegant, orna- 
mented, and detailed ; that of the other 
more original, energetic, and concise. 
The one spoke in epic, the other in epi- 
gram. They had both travelled much, 
and far; the one, it should seem, from 
choice; the other from necessity: and 
the result from their conversation ap- 
peared to be that the one had stored his 
mind with images, the other strength- 
ened his judgment by observations. 
The one had studied Jhrms, the other 
men. The one had only increased his 
constitutional tendency to satiety and 
ennui, by the resources which, yoUng 
as he was, he had already exhausted; 
the other had sharpened his appetite 
for enquiry by the experience he had 
obtained* Such as they Were, they 
were both evidently "^^out of the com- 
mon roll of men** — and alike distiA- 
guiished by personal and mental supe- 
riority. 
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The Commodore iiad dressed, break* 
fasted, made the necessary arrangemehtff 
for their journey to Munster, and gone 
abroad, before his fellow travefleF had , 
gotten half way through his toilette, 
even with the assistance of Monsieur, , 
hia valet* Mr. De Vere had indeed but 
just sat down to his coffee, and hia 
'^ Fairy Queen,*' when the elder stranger 
Mtumed^after an abwnce of near two 
kours.. 

^* Have you seen much of Dublin ?* 
ftsked the younger traveller, laying down 
his book. 

*^Yes, I believe I have been half 
through it.'* 

^* What impression does it give you 
upon the whole?" 

*^ Why, with its extremes of poverty 
and splendor, the wretchedness of a great 
part of its inhabitants, and the magnilfi- 
ccnce of its buildings, it is to me a 
Grecian temple turned into a lazzaretto. 
One-third of its population are in an 

£ 4 
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actual state of paupertsm : one-half df 
ks trading streets exhibit as many bank-r* 
rupt sales as open shops: the best 
houses are to be let, and the debtorjr' 
prisons are overflowing " . 
. *^ Have you, then, had time to visit 
the prisons ?" 

^^ Business brought me to one: busi- 
ness with the high sheriff of a county, 
who has delivered himself up for the 
purpose of a whitewashing under the 
insolvency act, as he termed it.** 

** Ha! ha! ha! an high sheriff in pri- 
son—that's singular enough !" 

^^ Not so singular in Ireland ; for two 
^ther high sheriffs were confined in the 
same room with him, an4 for the same 
purposes." 

**The laws must be well administered! 
But, doubtless, they are all honorable 



men^ 



<( 



They are /o^a/men, as my friend 
the sheriff told me, though unc^er a 
little present difficulty." 
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*^ You have purchased a pocket teles- 
-fcope, I perceive." 

^^ Yes^ and a little information from 
the intelligent optician from whom L 
bought it. I went into his shop as the 
tax-gatherer was carrying out of it se- 
veral articles which he had seized for 
non-payment. The owner was looking 
on calmly^ and to some observation of 
mine^ he replied^ ^I have not the money^ 
-Sir: there's no use in talking^, when 
government have got all^ we shall be jpit 
rest: we cannot be worse/ . To my re-- 
mark on the supposed tendency of the' 
Unioii, so often vaunted in newspapers^' 
and in debate^ that jit would bring Eng- 
lish capital- into Irish trade; he answer- 
ed, ^ The effect of the Union is ruin- to' 
Ireland: since that epoch her debt has 
increased, her resources diminished, her 
taxes augmented, her manufactures lai>- 
guishing, her gentry self-exiled, her 
peasantry turbulent from distress, an($ 
hcF tradesmen, like myself, drained <d^ 

» 5 
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the last farthings and sighing to remoye 
to that country, where they will nbt be 
obliged to pay a large rent to the govern- 
ment, for leave to live; to America^* But 
all cannot do this. — I note these ob- 
servations as being curious froln one 
oJF his class. 

^*It is a pity," said the younger 
stranger, ^* that these Americans are so 
baroque^ for they are, politically speak- 
ing, a great peojple; thejr ate, however, 
to prosperous, that they can never be 
interesting : they are beyond the reach 
of prose or verse: we may say of their 
national, as of Darby and Joan*s con- 
jiigal felicity, 

ihey eat| and driak, And sleep, — what (hen? 
Why sleep) aad driak) and eat again." 

The waiter now entered, presented 
the ?)!!}, tihd announced that all was 
iready for their departure. The land- 

* AuM^ca is considered as the hmd of Ganaaa 
^ liy the lower ranks of Irish : the peasantry em- 
ehatically call it << the Land.'' 
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lord, who in bis epmn^nic^tiw wi^ 
Mr. De Vere, oq the subject of his yalet^ 
had decided at gxice that he was a man 
of n»k imd fashioB, now atteud^. sod 
did the iionours pf his hom^ in the usu^ 
rtyle of Iri»h hyp^rbok, 

" Upon my credit, gi^tlemen, Fm 
heartily sony we're losing the honour 
of your company so soon; and think I 
eoutd make the place plasdng to you, if 
you woukl do me the honour, on your 
return from the Lakes (for Wfpo$e^ it it 
to them you're going), and am sorry you 
make ^u^b a shoit ^tay, witboui seeing 
the Rolwida, and tbe Coll^p, and the 
Dttblin-Spciety house, and th^ statues-"^ 

^^ Statues I what sjtatees^'*^ demanded 
the yom^er ' stranger, Gatehiiig at jttie 
^ound, and stopping ^hott. 

^^ The statues, \Sif, at our aociety 
house, that's Lept in the greatest style, 
and gets a touch up^ wfeenerer the place 
is painted. That's hy order , as we say, 
in the society house."-^^'Bywbat.order?" 
was demanded, with a smile,— " By 
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6rder of the committee of flue arts? 
and myself was one, until business came 
on me so thick, and took up my atten^ 
lion; and has a brother thst shews at 
the exhibition every year, a great artiste 
Indeed, I think you'd be placed, gentle- 
men; if you were to stop and see the 
€2thitfition this saison, and portrait Nov 3; 
£ull length of Mr. Roger O'Rafferty, x)f 
the Back-lane division auxiliary *yeo^ 
manry -corps, in full regimental, stand-- 
kig quite quiet, and a cannon going off in 
the Phanix;* that's by my brother, Sin** 
This detailed statement of. the cognos- 
cente landlord to prove the flourishing 
state of the arts in Ireland, the country 
which has given to the English school 
of painting a Barry, a Shee, and aTres^- 
ham, seemed quite sufiicient to satisfy 
■■•••■■"■■"^■^""^■^^'"■■■■■■■■^■"■"■^~^~~*'"~~~'~~"""""~~~^~~"~^"~^-"""— ^^-••■1— « 

* The Phoenix Park near Dublin, the seat of 
r^Tiews, %pd military erolutions. This beautifal 
tract,.to which Lord Cliesterfield gaye its epithet 
of PhcBnix,. is also the scite of the Vice Regal 
Villa, and the residence of the chief officiate 
|iev8on8> 
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the cHriosity of the strafigers, who 
passed on^ through files of beggars, to 
their carriage: they threw some silver 
among them, and hastily drew up the 
wiudows, to ei^clude the infected air, as 
they drove away. 

•* Pa!" said the finer gentleman of the 
two, ^ this is breathing pestilence." 

^And witnessing its causes in all 

their most shocking details: look, what 

 

a splendid scene for such a grouping: ! 
what a noble street, and what a mehde- . 
cant population!"^ 

As they passed through the. southern 
suburb, the Commodore demanded of 
the postilHon the name and purposes of 
an immense building,, on the opposite 
side the water.. 

*^ Is it that forenent us, plaze your 
honor, acrass the Lifly? Oh! that's the 
Royal Barracks ; and them there's the 
Richmond Barracks; and if your honour 
could see behind you. Sir, you'd see the 
Porto Bello barracks, and there afore 
you is Island bridge barracks, and the 
t^acracks in the. town; and Musha^ 
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myself does not know the half o'them* 
You might travel in the county Dublin 
mountains^ rising there on your lift, 
from barrack to barrack, and never get 
sight of inn, or house, man or baste, 
only sogers. Sir." 

*^ From this sample," said the Com- 
modore, addressing his companion, '^we 
might suppose the whole countiy to be 
one great fortress ; as it was in Eliza* 
beth's day, when the population wa» 
divided into the English rebel and the 
Irish enermf. What an expense this 
army of occupation must prove to anj 
impoverished country !'*^ 

^^ I have, myself," returned Mr. I>e 
Vere, " no objection to a militery go- 
vernment: *tis at least a picturesque 
legislation : it aflbrds something to look 
at, and to describe. I like military ar- 
chitecture^ battlements and ramparts,, 
watch-towers and bastions. The mili- 
tare costume, top ! the helm and jbau^ 
beds:, and warlike sounds 

*^ Of trumpets lovd, and clarionfi» 

^^ England is hastening fast to this^ 
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but she will always want appropriate 
scenery/* 

^^ And I trust an appropriate spirit 
too ! Look at Turkey." 

" Why, yes, there is something to 
look &t But next to a miUtary, I should 
prefer an ecclesiastical government, the 
despotism of some dark bigotry, some 
religion 

** Fall of pomp and gold. 
With deyils to adore for deities ; 

Familiars and inquisitors for ministers 
of state, and auto-da-fes for national 
festivals/' 

*^ Spain,' for example ; for though 
your fertile imagination invent, as it 
may, sources of oppression and degra- 
dation to man, there are still govern- 
ments in Europe to leave mere feble 
far behind." 

*^ Well, after all, call governments 
by what name you will, they all equally 
leave man as they find him, feeble and 
selfish." 
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^^ Yes, because he is man. But &i 
following the natural order of things, 
you at least make him all he is capable 
of being. Nature is the great legisla- 
tor. In creating roan free, she com- 
manded him to remain so ; and re-action, 
sooner or later, follows the violation of 
this her first great edict." 

*^ This is Naas, your honour/* ob- 
served the postillion, addressing him- 
self to the Commodore, at the end o>f 
more than an hour s silence, interrupted 
only by occasional questions, addressed 
to the driver, relative to the surrounding 
objects — *^ and there is more barracks^ 
Sir ;'* and he pointed to a handsome 
square building, in itself almost a town : 
^^ and there's the jail. Sir, an iligant fine 
building,: and a croppy's head spiked 
on the top of it. 1*11 engage,'* lie 
added, opening the door (for Naas was 
their first stagie) ; — ^^1^11 engage he'll rue 
the day he saw Vinegar-hill, any howy . 
wherever he is, poor lad^ * 
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The Commodore, a» he alighted^ 
raised his eyes to the point at which the 
postillion's whip was directed, and be- 
held a human head, bleached and 
shining in the noon-<lay sun-beam. 
Such are the objects still exhibited in , 
Ireland, as ntonuments of times of ter* , 
ror, to feed the vindictive spirit of an 
irritated people; announcing triumph to 
one party, and subjection to another. 
The Commodore turtied away his eyes 
in disgust, and passed under the fine - 
arch of a ruined monastery of Domini* 
cans ; as if it were relief to his feelings 
to associate with less frightful images 
of death in its retired cemetery, than 
to behold them connected with such hor- 
rific associations, exposed in the high 
road of a public thoroughfare, a frightful 
land^mark for an unfortunate country. 

The travellers proceeded on their 
journey towards the province of Mun- 
ster, a province* peculiarlj^ interesting 
for its historical recollections, and for 
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those scenes, alternately wild and pic- . 
turesque,which attract to its site the foot- 
steps of taste and curiosity, and furnish 
to foreign artists so many combinations 

of scenic loveliness. Conversation had 

* 

been frequently dropped and renewed; 
and the travellers had remained silent 
for some miles^ when they overtook a 
chaise^ from which Mrs. Magillicuddy 
formally saluted them* The elder 
stratlger recognizing the green spectacles 
and chitterling (the most conspicuous 
. parts of her figure) answered her salu- 
tation with a bow ; the younger turned 
away his head in disgust. 

*^ An ounce of .civet would not 
sweeten my imagination,*' he observed^ 
" from the infection communicated to it 
by that horrible old Irishwoman. Shut 
up in this chaise with her and her mag- 
pie!! — Do you know, this image has 
haunted me ever since she made th^ 
frightful proposal.** 

The smile of his companion indicated 
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» 

his consciousness of this avowed prcr 
judice ; and the attention of the tra- . 
vellers became again engaged with the 
passing scene. The various objects . 
which presented themselves to their 
view, both moral and physical, were 
seen by each through such mediums 
as tiieir respective peculiarity of cha^ 
ractier, taste, and temperament, were 
likely to produce. The one, rapid in 
perception, instinctively just in infer- 
ence, quick, curious, active, inquiring^ 
directed the whole force of his acute, 
prompt observation, to the people ^id 
their localkies, as both appeared upcm 
the surface. He turned his eyes to 
the peasant^s. hiit : it was the model of 
the '^ mere Irishman's'* hovel, as it 
rMe amidst scenes of deisolation during 
the civil wars of Elizabeth's reign. It 
was the same described by William 
lithgow; the Scotch pilgrim, the "^ 
noted traveller of that remote day. ^^ A 
fahrieh erected in a single frame_ o^ 
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snioke-tom straw, green, long-pricked 
turf, and rain-dropping wattles ; where, 
in foul weather, its master can scarcely 
find a dry part to repose his shy ^bap- 
tized head upony 

He beheld the tenant of this miserable 
dwelling working on the roads^ toiling, 
in the ditches^ labouring in the fields; 
with an expression of lifeless activity 
marking his exertions, the result of 
their deep-felt inadequacy: his gaunt 
athletic frame. was meagre and flesh- 
less, . his colour livid, his features 
sharpened : his countenance, readily 
brightening into^ smiles of gaiety or 
derision, expressed the habitual in- 
fluence of strong dark passions. The 
quick intelligence of his careless glances 
mingled with the lurking slyness of di^ 
trust, — the instinctive self-defence of 
conscious degradatk>n. He beheld mul- 
titudes of haif-tiaked children,, the love- 
liness of their age disfigured by squalid 
want, and the filthy drapery erf" extreme 
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poverty, idle and joyless, loitering 
before the cabin door, or following 
in the train of a mendicant mother, 
whose partner in misery had gone to 
seek employment from the English har- 
vest, where. his hire would be paid with 
the smile of derision; and where Ae would 
be expected to excite laughter by his 
blunders, who might well command 
tears by his wretchedness. 

In the proclaimed districts, the mi^ 
sery of the peasant population was most 

conspicuous. For he to whom 

« 

** The world was no friend, nor the world's law,'* 

might well set both at defiance. The 
forfeit of life could be deemed but a 
small penalty to him, who in preserving 
it " sheweth a greater necessity he hath 
to live, than any pleasure he can have 
in living.'' 

The few vehicles, public or private, 
observable On the high roads, the total 
absence of a respectable' yeomanry, 



« 
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marked the scantiness of a resident 
gentry, and the want of that indepen- 
dent class," a country's boast and pride.*^ 
Yet many stately edifices^ the monu- 
ments of ancient splendor or modem 
taste, rose along the way ; the former 
in ruins, the latter almost invariably 
unfinished. The castle of the ancient 
chief, and the mansion of the existing 
landlord^ were alike desolated and de- 
serted. Town succeeding town, marked 
the influence and power of the great 
English palatines, who drew their 
wealth and luxury from a land, to 
which, like their forefathers, for gene-» 
rations back, they were strangers ; and 
the name and arms of the English no- 
bility, suspended oyer inns, emblazoned 
over court-houses, and fixed in the walls 
of churches, or shining above their 
altars, marked the extensive territories 
of these descendants of the imdertakers, 
and grantees of the Elkabeths, the 
James's, and the Charles's. The surface^ 
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of the country, as it appeared, contained 
the leading facts.of its history, and those 
who, ran might read. He who now- 
read, studied not without a comment 
^tlie text whose spirit and whose letter 
were mis-rule and oppression. 

The young stranger saw with other 
eyes ; and by the illusory lights of a 
sleepless inlagination. But his phi- 
losophy, though cynical, was not the 
cynicism of experience ; r it was the 
satiety of early excited and promptly 
exhausted sensations, Man, with him, 
was every where as well off as he de- 
served to be, because no where did 
*^ man delight" Mm ; while all refer - 
ences came home to his own enjoyment, 
and were appreciated as they extended 
or curtailed its sphere. He looked only 
to that which could gratiiy the domi- 
nant faculty of liis existence; and wMIq 
be found 

^^ Nature ^wanted stuff, 

To Tie strange torm% widi fancy,**^ 
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he sought in the combinations of art^ 
as formed under various epochs^ of so- 
cietyj for such objects and images as 
embodied events long passed^ or con- 
secrated^ and preserved in memory and 
imagination only. 

He had induced his companion t» 
lengthen and diverge from their route 
by visiting the town of Kildare, once a 
city of historical and monkish import- 
ance, because ihere, his road-book told 
him, were still visij)le some remains of 
the ^ Firehouse/ the Christian temple, 
where the nuns of St. Bridget performed 
the rites of the heathen priestestes of 
Vesta, and watched over the sacred 
flame, which the English bishop, Henri 
de Londres, afterwards sacrilegiously 
extinguished (2). He found a little 
town, ruinous and wretched, with many 
symptoms of poverty, and few of anti- 
quity ; and he hurried from it in disap- 
pointment and dislike. He insisted on 
stopping the first night at Kilkenny, 
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ibr the purpbse of viewing the: feiulal 

cafitle of the Butlers, and the splendid 

ruins of its abbies. : But, even hero^ 

imagination had got the itart of fiict; 

and, though a busy fancy peopled the 

silent aisles of St.. Francis and St. John's 

with ' . • 

<< eremites and friars, 
Wbrte, blacky and grey, with all their trunu 
pery^'» 

f * V 

though he garrisonecl the ramparts with 
." Irish kernes and galloglasses/* imagi* 
■nation left possibility every where be* 
Jiind. Disappointment hung like, a 
fioxious vapour upon his steps ; and h$ 
every where found reason> or nought it, 
to scoff at the folly and f feebleness of 
mism^ who^ under all stages of society, 
is the victim of blindness^ beyond his 
power to dispel ; alternately tyrant or 
slave, impostor or dupe, and neither by 
ids own free will. But though he saw 
the evil, he neither felt for its effects, ex« 
plored its cause, nor su^eited its re* 

VOL.1. F 



medy ; .. and llie tadarts of this tuetom* 
plisbed ideok^sty iimther caknlated 
nor exerted to benefit mankind^ eon- 
fined their kisiare to him^ ikey lighted 
nfike to eril or to good. 

Views thm cppo^ and sentiment, 
thus eontrasted^ naturally begot fre- 
quent and long protracted disciissions, 
as fresh objects afforded themes for ob* 
servation or reflection ; and the travellers 
Kad passied the boundaries of the fre- 
quently proclaimed county of T^pe- 
TBiry, without interruption to their de* 
l>ate> or any impediment to their Jour- 
ney (suoh as have been supposed the 
inevitable concomitants of Irish post- 
ing) ; when thm postillion^ alighting to 
kad his horses over a bad step^ startled 
them^ by exclaiming aloud — '* Why, 
then^ the curse of the divil on ye, Long- 
ford-pass, I pray Jasus, for youVe 
jfHilted the very life out of me, so you 
have :** then having desired his horses 
to *^ get along out of that ^^ he dropped 
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back> and laying his haiidupon th^ car* 
riage window, entered into conversation 
with the gentlemen, by strongly ad- 
vising them to give up the iday of 
making Thurles their sleeping stage: 
first, hecaise it wapsr the same to his em- 
ployer whether they went a few miles 
one way or t'other ; and, secondly, . he- 
caise that Thm-les town would be full 
of th' army, in respect of changing 
quarters; two regiments marching to 
Cork and Kerry, to be sprinkled among 
the towns and mountain-barracks ; and 
there will be grate biletting the nighty 
and the inn laken iip entirely with the 
officers; and what matter? Shure Holy- 
cross was but a dxmy* bit further, and 
wouldn't make an hour's differ. Ther6 
was a new opposition inn in the neigh^ 
bourhood set up against Thurles, kept 
by the maister's cousin-germain, Mf« 

* Dotyf nDsU— CO used by Spencer. 
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Dooly, where every thing was nate and 
elane, and quiet 

^^ Is Holy-cross a town ?" demanded 
Mr* Dc Vere, caught by the religious 
romance of its name (3). 

^^ It is, your honor ; that is, it is noi 
. town. Sir, only a <(,u;n*Aip • and cha- 
pelry ; and blessed ground every foot of 
it, and well may be. Is*nt there a grate 
big piece of the holy cross itself, the 
wood of life, buried in the fine ancient 
ould abbey there, that the travellers be 
coming to see far and near? And its 
that, why, plaze your honors, the saying 
goes, that of all places in the world 
round, the devil (Christ save us!) daren't 
shew the track of his hoof near that 
township: and troth, gentlemen dear, 
it would be worth while to go ten mile 
round any time to see it, only in respect 
of the lovely fine tomb of th* ould king 
that's in it, my namesake, Carbrogh 
O'Brien, King of Limerick. ^Vhich 
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roail shall I take, Sir ? There lies th« 
turn to Thurles, and there to Holy-cross, 
your honor." 

^^ I think the quiet inn, the ruined 
abbey, and O'Brien s tomb, decide it,** 

said the Commodore. 

» 

-" Unquestionably," replied his com- 
panion; and the driver received his 
orders for Holy-cross. As he turned 
his horses' heads, a chaise passed before 
them, taking the Thurles road ; and the 
spectacles, t6te, and higbcrowned hat of 
Mrs. Magillicuddy, appeared above Xh% 
magpie's cage, which was suspended 
at the side of one of the windows. 

*^ Raison de plus," said Mr. De Vei*, 
sinking back in the carriage. ^' I would 
rather fall in with a legion of n\arching 
regiments than come in the way of that 
horrible old woman, and a renewal of 
her terrifying proposition." 

The Commodore smiled. He was 
amused to observe, that Mrs. Magilli<- 
cuddy and her magpie had taken pos** 
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session of his cooipaxuoii's sdisceptibl^ 
imagination; that tlie idea, of an in^ 
timate association with her had be* 
come as much the cJdvMtra dire of his 
fancy^ as h^ actual presence would 
haVe been the annoyance of his senses^ 
and the destruction, of his ease and com- 
fort : he had more than once alluded to 
the di^gout of an atmosphere of Irish 
snuff and marrow pomatum^ to the uhi- 
inviting images of spectacles and pocket 
handkerchiefs^ pious tracts^ and fusty 
birdr-cages. The accident of her gqing 
the same rout, and her being enabled to 
keep pace with them^ by their delay at 
Kildare and Kilkenny (for till the last 
sti^e they, had travelled with four 
horses), were conjured into nothing 
else than a fatality; and even her inno- 
cent magpie was considered as an 
oiseau de mauimis augur e. 

** You are certain/* said the younger 
traveller^ addressii^ the driver, and 
pointing to the route taken by the old 
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lad/s chaise^ '^ that that ro^d leads to 
Thuries ?*• 

^^ Shure and sartain^ your hcmor^ 
straight on forenent, and a turn in it to 
the lift that lades to the nunnery, Sir.** 

" What nunnery ? Are there nustne* 
lies in this country ?** 

^* Is it nunneries, Sir? There is 
plinhf : there is one there, off to the lift> 
between Thuries road and Holy-cross, is 
the convent of our Lady of the Annunci- 
ation : they say, your honor, that in th* 
ould times there was subterranies under 
ground, between the nunnery and th' 
abbey of Holy-cross ; and there was a 
story went about a grey abbot, and^— 
troth it makes myself laugh, its so 
funny, only Father Murphy, Sir, says 
there no truth in it, and so I don't be- 
lieve it, for the church knows best al- 
ways. Sir.*' — He now jumped upon the 
wooden bar, which served hini as a seat, 
and giving his horses the whip, pro- 
ceeded at a rapid pace. 

f4 
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: Afe the travellers approached the mi- 
serable little village of Holy-cross, the 
sun s last rays had withdrawn from the 
.{iprizon in all the mild and melancholy 
gloom, of an autumnal evening. The 
grey tints of the clouded atmosphere 
were reflected in shadows on the bosom 
of the Suir, along whose banks arose 
ihe stately ruins of the abbey. The inn, 
recommended by the driver, the only 
inn, was a small house leading to the viU 
lage, and bearing the sign of the Mitre 
and Crosier, as appropriate to its isite. 

The approach of a chaise was evidently 
no common event; for the landlord, his 
wife, a ragged old waiter, with a bare^ 
footed girl (the bar-maid, house-maid, 
and kitchen-maid of the establishment), 
had stood at the door for some time, ea- 
gerly watching its approach. All were 
instantly in employment, carrying in the 
po/ktmanteaux, conducting the travellers 
to their room, and knocking their heads 
together^ in a confusion^ increased by 
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their efforts to do the honours to such 
unusual guests. .The travellers per- 
ceived that they were also the. only 
guests ; and they were not displeased hy 
a circumstance which not only ensured 
their quietude^ but their accommoda* 
tion ; for in Ireland^ inns are good in 
proportion as they are unfrequented^ 
that is^ as they are not patronized by 
some great man^ whose servaat or de- 
pendant obtains the tontine or princi- 
pal hotel of the town, which his former 
master rules ; and adds to this situation 
some office under government, which 
renders him above his business as an 
innkeeper, and induces him to act with 
insolence when called upon in the capa- 
city he .despises. The humble inn- 
keeper of Holy-cross had recently fitted 
up a couple of bed-rooms in what had 
lately been a mere Shehean house, (4) 
and dignified with the name of inn the 
little building which had been for half a 
c«ntury a noted baiting-place for iooX* 

F 5 
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and horse travellers^ and cxf tisteh pious 
pilgrims as istill eame (and they were not 
few^ to visit the shrine of the holy 
relic. 

A few inquiries^ and the ordering of 
a late dinner^ took up a quarter of an 
hour; after which the travellers proceed- 
ed to visit the abhey. The twilight wa^ 
thickening into darkness^ but the air 
was fresh and balmy; and. motion and 
activity were positive enjoyments to 
those who bad for many hours suffered 
the cramping restraint and fatiguing 
dislocation of an Irish post-chaise. 

The inn lay half a mile from the 
abbey^ to which they passed ov*, a 
bridge thrown across the river Suir> and 
forming a communication between the 
village and the abbey grounds* The 
ruins, covered a considerable tract, and 
were contrasted in their imposing mag- 
nitude by a few wretched hovels con-^ 
structed out of their fragmente. This, 
eonaecrated pile is among the few in^ 
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teresting monuments of antiquity now 
extant in that country, which^-nccording 
to the stateniients of the biographer of 
St. Rumoldi, once contained some of 
the most magnificent religious edifices 
pf Europe. 

Raised by the piety and power of aa 
Irish jm>yincial prince^ Donagh Car-* 
braigh O'Brien^ for monks of the Cister-^ 
tian order^ and consecrated to the holy 
eross, St Mary, and St. Benedict^ it 
owed its principal' consequence to the' 
relic of the cross incased in gold and pro^ 
cious stones^ and given hy Pope PlMchal 
il. to Mac Morraghy the predecessQt o^ 
Carbragh. The charms of the beatad* 
ful architecture must^ in dayft so rude^ 
have contributed not a littfe to its fame ; 
and the devotion paid to the i^efic iteih 
shrined has^ been declared by an fk^ish 
mmister'i^tohaveb^enuniversai thorough'- 
out the island. 

• See Sir Hairy Sdney't S6kto F^rs. 
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The strangers coatemplated for a con* 
siderable time the broken mass of its 
dark exterior, and the high steeple^ 
supported by beautiful gothie arches. 
They entered the broad nave, but, like 
the rest of the ruin, it was wrapt in one 
undistinguishing hue ; and the majesty 
of darkness succeeded to the deep, aad 
itaisty forms of twilight. 

^^Darkness/" said theyounger stn^ger^. 
after a silence of some minutes, ^' is de- 
cidedly the source of the true sub- 
lime." 

^^ And light,** replied the Commo- 
dore, ^^of beauty:. Kght is Ufe, the 
source of farms and motions: .darkness, 
is deaths I abhor it*'* 

'^And I love it, Hove the uncer- 
tainty of ^s mysterious \ dimness {fqt, 
instance),. where every thii^ is guessed,, 
and nothing known; wh^re at every 
doubtful step> 

^^olemn and slow the shadows blacker fall,^ 
And all is awf uL lUteninggloom aronod.!* 



4C 
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A deep sigh^ heard near and disl^nct^ 
answered as he spoke* ^ . 

Did you sigh?** he asked quickly. 
No : did not you?" was the reply. 

" Not I. Yet some one sighed most 
assuredly." 

^^'Tis the wind among the ruins,** 
said the Commodore, carelessly. 

^* No, the air is breathless. It was a 
human, perhaps a super-human inspi- 



ration." 



^^That is pfiysically impossible: res- 
piration is organization: spirits have 
none. But do you believe in super- 
human agency?'* 

^^ I believe, and I deny nothing. — I 
resign myself passively to events, moral 
and physical^ as they occur. This, I 
fancy, was ;the original intention of pro- 
vidence with respect to man; which 
made him dark, and left him so;. the 
child of ignorance, and its victim.** 

• ^^ Then why endow him with facul-^ 
ties^ which ipip^l him to enquiry, and 
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force him into action, whidi lead him 
to dispel his darkness, and rise above 
his natme?** 

^^Hush! th^e a^in! I am certain I 
* heard the heavings of a short convulsive 
respiration. 'Tis most singular f" 

*'The place affects you* We will 
return, and view it by daylight/^ 

^^No," said Mr. De Vere, seating 
himself on a fragment of the ruin: 
*^ this is to me positive enjoyment/* 

As he qK>k^, the dispersion of a dense 
cloud, which bad k^itg scowled over th^ 
darkened landscape,^ and which now 
broke into fleecy vapour, displayed the 
broad bright moon, rising in splendour 
above the roofless ruiti. A «heet of 
light fell Hpcm the nave^ v^ich the 
strangers occupied, bttt left in shadb# 
the lateral aisles, which formed a piU 
lared arcade oh either side. Parts of 
.the ruifi remained bluk a^d massive, 
while the shrme of the holy rdic sAood 
ilhimkuited; and bix>keH cay s and silver 



FLORENjCS MACJLBrTHY. Ill 

points glittered on the projected tracery 
of the arches and twisted pillars^ which 
supported the canopy of the royal tomb. 
' The imagination of the younger tra. 
veUer was busied in conjecturing which 
part of th^ building had been the choir^ 
which the refectory, which the dormi- 
tory, when, the Commodore observed : 
^ Fa^aticidm raised these walls, and 
fanaticism destroyed them.* Their 
foundation recalls a degraded epoch of 
the human mind, when bigotry bribed 
its way to heaven^ and purchaised salva-r 
tion witl\^the fruits of that violence and 
injustice which risked it. These monk^ 
ish potentates, these sttnotified violators 



*^ Wliat' the My rage of the' first reformers 
left undone,. CromiKelPs soktten compleled^ 
Eyen the oiooumeDt of the Earl ai Thomood, 
in Qneen Elizabeth's time, erected in the Ca« 
thedral of the citj of Limeric, conld tfot escape 
thdr fnry, thoagh none in this country deserred 
more from Ibglatid* 

JMifdtk$ ff kdmuL 
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in all ages andregions, are alike contempt 
tible^their holy alliaaces and system 
of spotiation— their building of churches 
and breaking of treaties^ combine the 
rices of fraud and hypocrisy, and rob 
ambition of its gloiy^ and majesly of its 
respect.*' 

'' Still," said De Vere, « I like a reli- 
gion of forms, a tangible religion, as I 
beheld it in Spain, where I was once 
half tempted to turn monk ; a religion 
mingled with intrigue and credulity, 
passionate and pious, the ready agent 
of love and devotion." He sjghed pro- 
foundly, and a^ked : '^ Is not this the 
twenty-fifth of August ?** 
. ^^ I believe so,*' was the reply,. 

^^ 'Tiis a curious coincidence : on this 
day, at this hour, seven years ago, my 
birth-day too, the day I came of age, 
being in Galicia in Spain, chance led 
me ta the site of a Moorish ruin adjoin- 
ing the cloisters of the church of the 
celebrated convent of Nuestra Senora de 
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las Angustias.'^ I passed, mustng on> 
the course of things, from the frag- 
ments: of Arabic taste, and Mahometan 
superstition, into the temple of Chris-, 
tian rites. Vespers were just celebrated, 
A few strs^glers, who had remained 
after service, gradually disappeared. I s 
was still examining monuments^ gstzing- 
on pictures^ and numbering columns^ 
when darkness fell around me : the dif- 
ferent avenues of entrance were closed^ 
all save one^ which led to what had 
once been a Moorish orangerie: this^ 
orangerie formed a' part of the pleasure-, 
grounds and cemetery of the adjoining ^ 
convent. While I looked round for some 
means of egress, and twilight rendered 
all objects dim and uncertain^ sounds, 
that seemed to come from heaven, met 
my ear: the next moment my eye fell 
upon the minstrel. By the white veil 
and rosary, it vas an unprofessed no* 
vice: she was seated on the fragment of 
^ Our Lady of Sorrow. 
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% Moorish bath^ leaning h& cheek doBe. 
to the haiBy from which she bad drawn 
auch enchanting hwrmony, as if she 
were childishly^ yet prettily;^ charmed 
with the. sound herself had made. 

^^ It is a pret^ iinage.altogether/' said 
his auditor^ seating himself beside him^ 
among the rutns^ ^^and reminds me of 
a £unous picture of Rosso Fiorentino^ of 
a seraph listening to its own lute/' 

" The resemblance was so great," re^ 
turned the narrator, ^^ thsit I had that 
design copied on this box, with the lit- 
Jtle alteration of substituting the novice's 
veil for the wing of the cherub, and the 
head of a lovely woman for that of a 
seraph/' 
* As he spoke, he drew from his pocket 
a superb gold box, surmounted with the 
picture he had described, done in en- 
amel. The moonlight fell full upon its 
surface; and in the position in which the 
Commodore held it, it was distinctly 
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▼isible. ^^ h this head a portrait^*' be 
deiBandscL 

'* Not exactly. It was done from the 
idea I gave die artist; an idea in eveiy 
sense : for though ihe form and outline 
^ tlie fiur original^ her fairy stepping, 
her aerial mptions, became too soon well 
known, yet Ibe features which ibat 
miiriouB ureil' concealed were never but 
dimly seen, balfshrbuded, half revealed, 
pale in the moon'a uncertain lights dark 
under the shadows of the monumental 
C3rpresa. In the stolen and dangerous 
interviews which followed the first acci- 
dental meetings amidst scenes of silence^ 
mystery, and death, that face was nevar 
fuUy revealed. Oh! there was in that 
sweet, pure, and short lived communion, 
a fanciful and unearthly chavm^ which 
I have often since vainly sought. It was 
stssociated with scenes impressive on the 
imaginatiQn: it was pure as a spirits 
love : 'no sordid view or selfish feeling 
polluted the bright spring of genuine 
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passion. I was loved for myself; nor 
knew I the name of my concealed mis-^ 
tr^ss^ save that which the church had 
given herr-the Sister Benedicta." 

" Then you wooed, and won this mys* 
terious saint?" asked the Commodore, 
impatiently. *^ WooW! yes ; wooed, and 
weaned the soul of this consecrated being 
from her heavenly spouse, ^ her spouse 
in vain;' but my conquest stopped there. 
I proposed to carry my young novice 
to South America; and in some of the 
Eden clifts of the cioud-embosomed 
Cordelliras to lead with her that bless- 
ed life of free unfettered passion, which 
nature dictated to the first created pair*. 
Pride^ bigotry, which she doubtless dig- 
nified with the name of virtue, triumph-- 
cd over love. We parted : I found her 
innocent, I left her so ; I found her hap- 
py too, at least contented and deceived; 
and it is not long since I ordered a 
Spanish friend to raise a cenotaph ta 
her memory, in the cemetery of her 
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tbnvent, with this device-^— A lily fading 
beneath a sun-beatn; and with this 
motto ^ Sic me Phoebus dmat " . 

^^ You know then that she died^ and 
think *twas of^ a broken heart?" asked 
his auditor. 

^^ I can&ot doubt it; ^ough I have 
never heard from the friend to whom 
I trusted my sad commission; and^ to 
tell you the truths the conviction still 
haunts my imagination^ with a m^lati*^ 
choly force, that grows with what it 
feeds on." 

^'Oh\ yonrimaginaHonr* repeated 
the Commodore, significantly^ as he re^ 
turned the box. 

'^ Yes," continued the nsorator; ^* and 
in sketching the story, which 1 have 
given to the world anonimously, tibie de« 
scription of her death^bed scene almost 
drove me mad.^* 

A short wild laugh now rang through 
the ruins, as if some midignant fiend 
had formed a part of the audience^ and 
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«Q(>fied at the fantietic folty of hmaaii 
vanity^ the short-lived inflaeuce of hu- 
man passion. 

tlie strsoigers both started, and re- 
mained for a moment silent 9nd motion- 
less. 

" We have been overheard," said 
the elder. 

^^ I shouM say by nothing hitman/^ 
replied his companion. ^^ Look romid 
you; see^ we are alone; all is now 
silence and aolitude.^' 

'^ Nowy perhaps, but not a.momwt 
back.--Ix>Qk tiiere, something is in 
motion. 

They both darted forwa^. Hie 
moon had sunk in clouds, the stars 
. w^re few, the pavement broken, and 
their steps uncertain. Still the €<Hati- 
modof e attained the object of his pur-» 
suit. It was an old mule graasiiig on 
the scamj^ b^bage which spraftg up 
hmong the ruins. 

^^ This is a most ludicrous adven* 
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turc !** said the Commodore ; ^^ and we 
had better terminate it by returning to 
onr inn and our supper/' 

The younger stranger still loitered^ 
still mused: the elder drew his arm 
through his : they proceeded in ' si- 
lence; and Plough during their meal 
they talked of indiflferent subjects^ it 
was erident to the quick perception of 
the latter that the incident of the 
abbe^ had deeply affected the imagin- 
ation of his fencifiil companion ; he, 
however, made no allusion to it, and 
his silence corroborated an inference 
;^unded in fact 



130 VLOllEKCE MACARTHir: 



CHAPTER Hi. 

KoikSj cares, lakes, fens, bogs, deii^^ 
And shades of death. All iftonstrous, ' 
All prodif 1008 things i 
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BufTEVANT, the Bothon of Ecclest 
astical books, the KilnenAiUagh of 
tSpencer, immortalized by his residence 
in its neighbourhood, was the last stage 
which the travellers had agreed to pass 
together ; and whether a feeling of re- 
gret attended this conviction^ or other 
causes secretly operated to protract 
their departure, they left Holy-cross at 
an hour comparatively late, to t)egin a 
journey of some distance through one 
of the wildest mountain tracts, and least 
frequented cross roads^ in the province 
of Munsten 



Their &ext stage, bowerar/ wis takceU 
lent: it was only to Cftshd; and to juA^ 
ftaoi thft gfoup of ^tuady fellows^ who 
linked aiioftst the ik)or of the iiin to whidb 
thtf t»p»Uerf were driyen^ that town, 
was not withoutits due portion of idlet^B— 
a i;iaturai mnaimstance in the capital of 
agraziAgcoanly. As di^ chai«e ctppp^d, 
the geaitlemeii were looking over their 
tn^ellmg map. -They had marked 
out their route by the road^book^ and 
had chosen the most picturesque^ rather, 
p^np^^ than the best j^ine of progress ; 
Md in^CDosfiingiJie elevated chakifL of the 
Qalties, they had selected the road by 
Gaul Bally (the town of the Gauls or 
Celts), with its monastic ruin^^ in prefer- 
ence to the glen of Agherlow, a valley 
on the opposite side of the mountains, 
i;diich would have lengthened their route, 
but would have presented a more beate^ijL 
track, though in itself sufficiently wild 
and romantic. Whichever way they 
took, the driver assured them that they 

VOL. I. G 
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would reachButtevant by sunset, " God 
willing, and barring acddent." 

As they descended^ therefore^ from thdr 
carris^e^ they ordered achaise and horses 
for Graul Bally^ to be ready against their 
return from the rock,* 

^^ Certainly, Sir/* said the landlord,*}* 
slightly touching his hat, and resuming 
his conversation with aman^of-business- 
looking person^ who was talking to him 
at the door. '^ Barney, a chaise on to 
GaulBally;' 

Barney^ having taken due time to con- 
sume a portion of tobacco, called out in 
his turn to a driver near him, ^^ Tim, 
honey,justcalloutachay to Gaul^Bally,** 

* The Fock of Cashel, the romantic scite of iU 
cathedral. 

f As ions, in common with the royal cara« 
ranseras of the eastern apologue, are subject to 
a frequent change of masters, it is probable that 
some such rcTolution has occurred at the inn at 
Cashel since these erents took place^: at least, the 
author has no reason to charge its present occn^ 
pants with inctTiiity. 
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Tim^ who was .seated on the steps ol a 
horscpost, playing with a large dog, ad< 
dressed himself to a blind be^ar, with 
^^ step into the yard, and tell Corney 
Doolin a chay's wanting to Gaul Bally J' 
'' Whatisthedistanceto Gaul-Bally P 
asked the Cpmmddore, who, as well as 
his fellow traveller, had observed the pro- 
gress of these deputed orders with im- 
patience and irritation. 

^^ What is the distance to Gaul 
Bally?*' returned the landlord with sang* 
troid, as if he now first observed them^ 
^^ upon my word and reputation^ Sir, I 
can't ^y-tht i. redly,_G.«l My. 
Barney, can you answer these gentle- 
men?'' 

" Oph, Sir, sbure you don't post to 
Gaul Bally at all at all : there's no post- 
ing there. Sir, nor wasn't many a-year. If 
the gentleman bes go^ig to Doneraile or 
Buttevant, they^d best go the low road, 
and take the glen of Agherlow to 
Mitchels town.*' 

*^We are resolved not to take any 

02 



t^bjI but that we'^fB fixed on ; and I 
8i2pposei¥« can haine a chaise and horses 
t9 what stage and place we choose^ no 
matter where^ if we pay for them/^ 

Tl^ observation^ made with haughti- 
riew mod petulance by Mr. De Vere^ in* 
dttced the landlord to uncover his head^ 
and to reply : "Certainly, Sir: if you in- 
demuify rae^ Sir, I can let you have 
every accommodation in life; up to the 
tpp ofMakigerton^you please; only there 
is no posting, I give you my word, gen- 
tlemen, on these cross roads in Munster: 
^at is, I don't send out my cattle by the 
mile ; but you can have them by ihejob^ 
or day, and welcome.'* 

^^ Why then, job or day,** said Barney, 
with a significant look at his master, 
^' if the cfaay goes by Gaul Bally, its on 
a low hacked car it will come back/' 

" Shure enough," said Tim, rubbing 
round bis shoulders, " and wouldn't care 
to be th« driwr, barriBg I was well ped, 
and left my throath behind me, specially 
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Bear KUbal^gue^ <^ Hikmik' m^ai, 
down tberej below/' 

^^ I came ;tiball way m nif'j^g, from 
KilfiimeD,^ isaid tbe iteaii x^f Ibwin/esii^ 
^^ and found it good enough^ iiUtd two 
4ni^oon$ with me/^ 

^^ Ocb^ tli^en^ it behayea yoitt, and 
the iikea of jfou, Mr, Fcfgafty^*' a^d 
Titn, '* to look to that> Siir ; for tlie 
times neVer ran bo bard agaimt the tM;^ 
ime as now; m respect cl* briugiiif 
fiowQ^the military^ and 'the grate atilU 
jbimtiiigy and fining the tawnlands to 
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** Will you take the chay oo to But^ 
terant, gentlemen?" asked the iiinp 
keeper. 

*^ To Bjattevant^ ceftaindy—perhapf 
further^ ^' replied the younger traveller* 

'^ I donH think I couJkl giVe it under 
^even or eight gumeas a-day/' he re» 
tamed, muaing ; ^^ but I U let yoit 
kBMr in a. minute;^* «nd he fiolered 

G 3 
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the hoiiie^ followed by Tim^ Barney^ 
and the exciseman^ to hold a council. 

^^ £igfit guineas a-day ! sorrow send 
it you, Mr. CoUogon ! — eight guineas ! 
Dioulir 

This apostrophe was made by a per« 
son who leaned against the back of the 
stranger's chaise. He was wrapped in 
a huge firize coat, wore a slouched hat 
over a grey wig, and stood slashing a 
long cutting whip against the pave* 
ment. When, however, he perceived 
the travellers proceeded towards the 
rock of Cashel without noticing him, 
he followed them, touched his hat, and 
said, ^^ 111 drive your honors to , But- 
tevant, and that to your hearts con- 
tint, for half the money, and has as 
iligent a chay, and as nate a pair of 
mountain cattle, as any in Condon's 
country; and keeps myself, your honor, 
hard bye, convanient to Buttevant, near 
Kilcoleman, Sir, and runs my garan^ 
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dn my own account^ and came with a 
fere to Cashel the day before yester- 
day, and was waiting for a return, your 
honor, which would sarve me entirely. 

Sir/' 

« 

''Do yovL know the route weU through 
theGalties?** 

« Do I, is it. Sir ? Och! may-be I 
. don't ! and would go it my lone blind- 
fold from Galtimore to Misenhead; 
and from Knockmell down to the reeks 
in Killamey ; and that's a brave step. 
Sir/' 

^^ I should like to disappoint that 
. nonchalant host of the Star, and his 
imposing driver,'' said the elder tra- 
vellen 

^^ And this man residing near Kil- 
coleman," said the younger, ^* has a 
classical interest with me. I shall pro- 
bably engage him while I reside in 
the neighbourhood of Spencer's fairy 
ground/* 

The bargain was instantly made, and 

64 
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the dhaise imittrecl te be ^t the ian doer 
in half aa htfur^ the tiode asstigned .t& 
TWt King Goniftac'd ebapeL Meash 
thtke^ the master <lrf* the Kilcolemait 
chaise undertook to inform the hokt <^ 
the Star that his horses would not be 
wanting ; and when the laiaveUers r^ 
turned from th^r antiquarian visits they 
found all ready for their departure. 

While the light luggage Was reHaioi^g 
into the new vehicle^ the ap|»earance of 
that vehicle^ its hoTseis^ and driver^ were 
a source of affected entertainment to 
the disappointed landlord and his sa* 
tellites. « 

. 'f Barney^ that's a nate itfiicle of m 
chay,*^observed Tim. ^^ Troth, I would 
not wonder if it was ouldCortia^ Mac 
Coleman's travelling landau, Hvh^i he 
Invent the pilgrimage to Holy*^ross/' 

/* Faith, Tim, lad, youVe not much 
out, I believe ; for there's a crown on 
it, shure enough, which shewft it be* 
knged to th' ould isiii^s of Muoiter^ 



any how. King Flami or Briepi 3cfcn]|p 
may be/' . 

« Why- then, for all thai;, ,Baim» 
I wisht I had all the chickejos that tver 
was hatched in it, grand as it is. AM 
look at the garans, * Sir ; Och 1 b^ 
their grate bastes, and warranted ^o* 
to draw. I'll engage they'd rather dif 
than run, and np. ways ,skitta^, that's 
certain, any way/' 

The owner of this equ^age, against 
which so many sarcasms were launched, 
was hitherto coolly rubbing down his 
horses with « wbisp of straw; and 
singing, or rather humming, 

<* I am a rake and a rambling boy. 

My lodging 'tis near Aaghnfigfacloy.^' , 



now paused, however, to observe, 
*^ I'be cattle's shurely not so fine as 
them was shot in the mail, near Kit 
worth, Mr. Barney HefS&rnan, but they 
are good mountain cattle, for . all that. 



* Poor back horses* 
g5 
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and will take the gentlemen better 
through the Galties^ and safer too^ than 
handsomer bastes^ plase Jasus !*' 

The former part of this observation 
had caused a very obvious revulsion in 
the colour of Mr. Heffeman's face, 
who, drawing some straws from be- 
tween the wheels of the chaise, said, in 
a conciliating voice, ^^ I*m glad to see 
you about the world again, Owny— 
when did you set up driver ?** 

" A little after the tithe-proctor's 
business in the murdering glen below, 
in the county of Waterford,'* replied 
Ownyy significantly. 

Barney Heffeman slunk away, and 
no further sarcasm was launched against 
Owny's set-out, which both the gentle* 
men stood for some minutes examining 
with curiosity; the Commodore wiping 
with his handkerchief th0 dust from the 
pannel on which the coronet, alluded 
to by one of the drivers, was visible, 
surmounting a d$£iced crest and anno- 
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rial bearing. Tlie chaise was indeed of 
a very singular and antique build ; low^ 
angular^ with a projecting roof. 7%e 
large windows^ which once perhaps en* 
titled it to the appellation of a glass 
coach^ were now partly filled up with 
, wooden pannels; and through the 
rents of the coarse check modem linings 
remnants of crimson velvety and rich^ 
but thread-bare livery lace, spoke its 
former gentility* The travellers had 
proceeded some miles frpm Cashel, in 
a silence which the younger seemed 
little inclined to break, when the falling 
down of an old green silk blind roused 
him from his reverie. 

*^ This curious old vehicle,** he ob- 
served, *^ doubtless belonged to some 
noble family. Did you perceive a' ba- 
roh^s coronet on the side pannel, and a 
crest beneath it ?*' ' 

^' Yes, a dexter arm, issuing out of 
a cloud, and holding a naked sword, 
all proper, with the motto, Figueur 
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de <2emtir— t)ie cogaizance and m<Afy^ 
of iome NormM adl^Qtarer^ who fyt^ 
finely ravi^ed tbi$ ^ountiyi and who^ 
Itke more moderh ricton, took the 
•auction of htef en for their deeds Of 
violence, and believed^ or aflfected to 
believe^ that ^^ JDieu est t<nff ours pour 
Us gf'Os hMaiUms** 

*^ It if the motto and crest of the 
Fitzadelm family, of the present Mar* 
^uis of Dmiore, the representative cf 
that fiunily/* said De Vere, 

A silence of a few minutes fpUotif ed 
this observation, and the Comm<MlorQ 
then carelessly added— '^ The Fitz- 
adelms! a branch of the far-spreading 
Geraldines ? Yes, they got their portion 
of this fair province by grant from Heniy 
the Second, to^hom they weresBWBRSj 
as the Ormond&mily were butlers^ 
and shared with Hamo de Vcdois^ 
PMUp of fForcester, William de Barrio 
atid other Norman adventurers, the 
princely palatinate 0f the Macarthies 



Ff«OREN€E MA€ARTHY« 13^ 

Mcxre, cmce duefi or kings of Pes- 

mond.** 

, '^ It is in the order of things,** said De 

Vere, coolly. 

*' Ohl^ exactly; the ^ vjgueur de 
des8U9/ which maybe translated ^ mighty 
not rights has been the same in all 
ages; but it is peculiar to the conquest of 
Ireland^ to behold Henry the Second in 
his camp at Aquitain, distributing to his 
followers principalities, out of a country 
he had never seen, a country still in pos- 
session of its rightful chiefs, and in which 
his enterprising marshal, StrongboW;,^ 
had then scarcely left the track of bi$ 
footstep. ' It is curious also to behold 
^e j>ope, consecrating this robbery, the 
Irish chieftains disdaining, the Saxon 
king and the Roman pontif, defending, 
losing^ recovering, and forfeiting again, 
their ancient territories ; and finally the 
English lords becoming Irish in feel- 
ings^ charact^^ and lapguagCi apd 
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avenging the very injuries they had 
themselves inflicted^ because they 
had become victims of the same bar- 
barous poUcy by which their ancestors 
had been influenced. The causes of 
Ireland's misfortunes are so deep seat- 
ed, that every page in her- history 
is a palliation of her faults, and the 
graver errors of the people will all be 
found in the misrule of her govern- 
ment.*' . 

'^ Better governed, she would be more 
prosperous/' said the younger traveller, 
^^ and less interesting and less amusing. 
As it is, she is ^ meltocholy and gentle- 
manlike,' a thing to make one laugh and 
cry in a breath. Her history, turned 
into metre, woidd dramatize into a sort 
of tragi-comic melo-dram of mirth and 
misery, ferocity and fun, that would 
leave the pathetic grotesque of chro- 
nonhotonthologus far behind." 

^^Them is the Canities, plazeyour 
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honor/* said the driver, ^^ among the 
clouds. There, Sir, not a mountain in 
the province will bate them, any how, 
let alone Mangerton/' 

" They are, indeed, truly ^ respectable 
mountains for this little island," said the 
younger traveller, directing his glance 
to a range of bold romantic perpendicu- 
lar acclivities, whose conic pinnades 
were lost in the clouds, and whose 
dark stupendous range might have form-> 
«d a natii«a and impregnable boundary 
between rival and contending states. 

At the village of Gaid Bally they 
found only the ruins of some religious 
houses, a barrack, and a little Shebeaa 
house, where the driver stopped for a 
Ifew minutes to refresh his horses and 
])imself. They soon recommenced their 
mountain journey, doubling a formida- 
ble ridge, and ascending a gentle accli- 
vity> while the driver, almost throwing 
the reins upon 'the horses necks, sat ' 
with his arms folded, and recommenced 
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for the twaitieth time iiince they had 
leftCashel^ 

*^ The groTes of Blariuej, they are so charming:'* 

*^ This will never do/* said the Cloiii- 
modor^, lettii^ down the front glass. 
^^ Why, my friend^ your homes n&am 
tired already;' 

^ They dv^ plaze your honor,** was 
the cobl reply* ^' And do you know 
the raison of that same^r Sir? Why, 
then^ it'js becaise they're o^ level gm^und^ 
Sir. ScoTow a thii^g elsei aik them» 
Och I the craturs are^kind and lazy lik^ 
myself) and quite untractable to a smooth 
level plain; but wait till yez gets up 
among the glens and precipices. Ita 
then^ Sir, you will see them bate the 
reglar posters, whyl entirely; for thegr 
knows the ways of the place, and little 
fear for the chay being left in smithe^ 
reens,*on the top of a rodk, there, or at 
the bottom of that hollow, down in the 
divil's gljn to your lift. Sir.'* 

* Smithereens f U >• f r^pwii t». 
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, ** Its very evident f tid the Cofromo^ 
dore^ ^^ that this fellow is as Untractabl^ 
M his hoFses. There is a dogged indift 
fereace about hiaii a gopd-humourcKl 
pertinacity of manner^ with which it 
would clearly be m vain to Contend t it 
were best, therefore^ to leave him to his 
song and his way wardness.** 

^^ Oh ! I hold no contention with tn& 
veiling contingencies/* replied de Vere: 
** through life, asthrough a journey, th< 
^ Laissez-ailer^ is my device. Whowoul4 
take the trouble of even willing, when 
a pebble under your chaise-wheel may 
set volition at nought. Who would 
contend with accidents and events,. un« 
certain and incalculable as die elements 
on which 'they so often depend ?** 

*^ This is a fine road, your honors,** 
said the driver, breaking off his song 
abruptly, and applying his remark to a 
rode, roughs narrow acclivity, moss« 
grown and torrant-wom^ and becoming 
every moment more difficult of ascent.. 
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^' Balleaghrna-Tierha 'tis called^ in tt^ 
spect c^ being cut across the side of the 
Galties by the Tierna-Dhu^ that is the 
Black Baron^ as they named him in 
his own country here below/* 

^^ Black baron!" said DeVere:^^ that 
sounds well among these wild scenes. 
Does the black baron live in these 
mduntains^ friend ?^^ 

^^ He does. Sir ; that's he did, but 
he's dead, Sir, and doing bravely these 
twenty years and more, and so is his 
brother Tiema Ruadh, the red baron, 
that followed him; whose son is now 
the Marquis Dunore : devil set his foot 
after them all, for its litde good ever 
they did the r^ountry yet, them Fitz- 
adelms!'*(6) 

The two travellers, as if moved by the 
same mechanical impulse, started, leaned 
forward, and then sunk back in the 
chaise-—** At least," said the elder, ** it 
was doing good to cut a road through 
this wild region, friend/* 
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*' Sorrow much then^ Sir, any how } 
in reelect of never finishing it, no more 
nor that' inn tha-e, foment you to the 
left." Here the driver pointed to the 
ruins of some dreary walls, which add- 
ed to the desolateness of the scene. 

" This BaUeagh, I heard tell, was to 
join the low road, and was made in a 
great hurry to have a short cut for the. 
Lord Lieutenant and the quality that 
came down in oceans from Dublin to 
the stage pla^s at court Fitzadelm ; and 
the inn was to bait at; for, barring 
Lis*-na-sleugh, sorrow baiting place in 
the Galties at all at all; and that was no 
place for quality to stop in.,** 

^^ What an heterogenous association 
of images!** said the Commodore: 
^^ mountain regions and private theatri- 
cals! A poor Irish lord beginning a 
work fit for an emperor, and leaving it 
unfinished, a monument of his uncalcu- 
lating extravagance, of that wildness and 
refinement^ that imcivilized dissipation^ 
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which charaoterized the provincial no* 
bility of Ireland fifty years back, and 
arose from the degradation in which 
they were held/'' 

*^ Oh, its delicious!'' replied De 
Vere. ^^ I sliould like to know how the 
descendant or representative df these 
noble Fitzadelms would feel, in thus ac^ 
cidentally hearing what we have now 
heard, and seeing what we see." * 

^^ H he was a vain man, flattered and 
Ipoil^d by fortune," replied the Couk 
modore, emphatically, '' he would fee) 
d^ep mortification; but if he were*' 
 ; he paused abruptly, and demanded 
of the driver: *^ Does Conrt Fit2adelm 
lie in the neighbourhood of these 
mountains?*' 

^^ It does. Sir, fifteen miles off, in the 
yiilley, down below, between the Gal- 
ties and Gotro^f and the Balli-Howries, 
cribbed round with them and the beau- 
tiful Avon fiome, the fair water^ run- 
ning under the castle bawn^ that's all 
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thi^*s Idft of it, (Sir, Fpr ihtm tfter 
the Lord's death it W9« brd^^Qr ^p mtQ 
smithereens^ and scarce a skreed^ ^ it 
left to the fore/* 

^^ And who has carried it awjiy?** 
asked De Vere. 

" Why, Darby Crawley ba^i Sir, aiwl 
his father before him^ ouJd Pat; and 
has'nt left a taste, but what s in their 
own h^uids this day. And the i^hay^ 
your honors driving m, shure it win^ 
from him } 'twas bought at the auction. 
Troth, and if the young lord that got 
the title, or h^s brother wa9 in it, they'd 
be entirely amazed to see their crown 
and arnis running the road tibus day^ 
that's the Galties, Sir.*' 

To this observation the traTellers 
made no rejoinder. The horses now 
toiled slowly and painfully <]p a road^ 
which every moment became more 
steep and laborious. On either side, 
the mountain scenery opened into in« 



* .Skreecl, a rag or morsel* 
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creasing wildness and sublimity. In- 
numerable defiles boldly diverged to 
ascending regions^ while altitudes still 
greater^ blue^ misty^ and cloud-cap'd^ 
terminated these natural vistas. The 
ascent had now become so steep and 
dangerous^ that the travellers had not 
only alighted^ but were frequently 
obliged to assist in lifting the chaise 
over deep ruts, cut by the torrents, b^t 
which the driver simply, called ^sore 
bits.' He frequently assured them 
that a little further on, a small quarter 
of a mile, the lord^s Balleagh^ would 
come down upon the Cloghniagh-CIuain, 
the lurking place of the noisy water (a 
torrent he affected every moment to 
hear) and then they would be upon the 
low road, which would bring them on 
the high' posting road to Doneraile and 
Buttevant. 

Obliged to pin their faith upon a 
guide of whom they now began to en- 



* BaUeagli«-a road or wf(jr« 
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tertain some suspicion^ the travellers 
beheld one small quarter of a mile suc- 
ceed to another^ and heard and lost re- 
peatedly the fall of many dashing tor- 
rents^ until^ as they ascended among 
the romantic elevations of the Galties^ 
they lost sight of the inconvenience and 
tediousness of their journey in their ad- 
miration of the scenery. They even 
permitted the horses to halt in a nar« 
row glen^ while they proceeded to exa- 
mine regions, where nature reign^ed in 
all her wildest magnificence; and they 
ascended from one commanding alti- 
tude to another till the whole stupendous 
chain of fnountains broke gradually 
upon them, spreading far and wide in 
bold fantastic forms, and in the utmost 
freedom of outline. As the travellers 
stood thus occupied at the point of a 
bold cliff, they * suddenly perceived a 
shadow thrown from their precipitous 
station, intercepting the blood red beams 
of the now settling sun^ and turning 
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qaickfy round, the^ obsenred a mm sa 
dose to them, tbat by a single effort 
faje might have hurled the incautious 
^and^cers down the aby««, they had, f 
inoment* before, shuddered to eontem- 
^te. He had a boid, strongly defined, 
but light and iBexible figure, not mudi 
set off by a ragged frize jacket: hu 
neck was scarcely covered by a loosely 
tied red handkerchief. In his counte* 
nance there was a look of mingled care* 
kssness and intrepidity, of gaiety <ui4 
araiteness, which is so oft^i discemiUe 
in the Irish physiognomy. His hat, W4»u 
gallantly on one side, his ligbt arch blue 
eye and curly luxuriant hair, gave to hi* 
whole appearance sometibing of rnstie 
foppery, mingled with an hardy daring* 
ness, that was peculiarly characteristia 
This unexpected appaiition in a scene 
80 lonely amazed without alarming the 
travelleis. When the man asked, with 
a sort of triumphant laugh, '^ Doesn't 
your honors know me then ? jShure, a'nt 
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I ybur driver. Sirs, that drove you .from 
Cashel in the Kilcoleman chay, below, 
in-the hollow there." 

This information rather increased 
than lessened the ipurprise his appear- 
ance excited. " Only,*' he continued, 
** that I threw off my cotcmore^* in re- 
gard of the heat ; and wishing to climb 
the mountain after yoja, I changed my 
old wig and caubeen for tiiis bit of a 
straw hat. Sir, that I keeps under tha 
chay sate for warm weather, why..** 

^' But with such a profusion of hair, 
why do you wear a wig ?*V asked the 
Commodore. 

" Och! becaise^ your honor, it wat 
my ould fatiber s before me. Sir,-!* — God 

* Great coat. The cotaigh was the uppef 
garment anciently. 

f This reason the author has often hea^i^as- 

I- 

signed by the young Irish for covering their na« 
tural locks with an old scratch irfg. Fine hair, 
however, is a national beauty, and an article of 
rustic comnerce. The females exchange .their 
.tresses with pedlars for triak^ts aod ribbons* 

m 
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rest him'^-^and he crossed himself de^ 
vautly. 

This mode of accounting for a dis- 
guise^ more of air and manner^ eyen 
than of dress^ amused^ but by no means 
sftttsfi^ the travellers; and secretedly 
convinced that he had some motive for 
concealing his person in Cashel^ they 
tecompanied him in silence back to the 
q)ot where he had left the chaise and 
horses. As they descended the declivi- 
ties, De Vere observed, ** This is what 
Shakespeare calls ^ a fine, gay, bold 
feeed villain:* I should like to know his 
object in bewildering U3 in these moun- 

^ If he has any,*' replied the Commo- 
dore, carelessly, ^^ it must soon discover 
itself/' 

On reaching the hollow, they were 
surprised and mortified to find that the 
daylight^ which still lingered in tints of 
purple and gold cnq the summits of the 
momtaini^ had fiuled away fromthcsr 
vallies. 
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^* Ye* may step in now, gentlemen," 
said the driver: ^^we have Aimoothpieoe 
afore us for half a mile, Md then t^^ 
turn into Cloghnaigh-Ctuain, and will 
be on the top of Doneraite in no time."^ 

*^ We are quite aware that is Utterly 
impossible,*^ said the Commodorei de- 
cisively, as he got into the chaise; *^but 
go oil as rapidly as possible: we should 
not like to be benighted in these mouii* 
tains ; indeed, we are resolved not to be 



so/' 



Och! sorrow fear, your honor, any 
how, of that shure: im't there an ileganf 
fine moon? and if the worst goes to the 
worst, is not there the mountain hoMe 
Lis^-nonsleughy at the foot of the Galtie»^ 
and the best of entertainment there for 
man and baste/' 

^*No," replied the Ccmimpdore in 
the same tone of cool decision, **we 
must reach Doneradle or Buttevant to^ 
night, except we ourselves change our 
minds, as we ^proceed/' 

H 2 
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^* Which we shall not do,*' whispered 
his companion, ^^ and yet, perhaps shall 
be necessitated to take up our night's 
Itbode in this mountain-hotise he talks 

They had in the course of a quarter of 
an hour reached the long promised turn to . 
Cloghnaigh-Cluain;but the road, though 
it was a rapid descent, far from improv* 
ing, became every moment more imprac 
ticable, and the' twilight more obscure. 
The driver, at last, after a violent jolt, 
which threatened dislocation to the 
joints of the qrazy vehicle, suddenly 
stopped his horses, and coming up to 
the chaise window, asked, ^^ Yez would 
not have such a thing as a crooked nail 
about ye, plaze your honors?*' 

TTie Commodore replied in the nega- 
Uve, half laughingly, though with feeU 
ings of annoyance, arising partly from 
suspicion of the man's intentions, and 
partly hem impatience of delay ifi 
m such a place, and at such a time. 
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*^Why then, murther alive, what's 
this for?*' exclaimed the driver, scratch* 
ing his head : ^^ the fore wheel off, 
and not a bit of a nail for a linch pin; 
and the spring broke too, and not a 
taste of rope to tie it up with." 

^^ This is a pleasant adventure,^^ said 
the younger traveller, throwing himself 
back in the chaise; whil^ the elder^ 
jumping out, examined into the acci* 
dent : the spring was broken, the wheel 
was off. 

*^ This is no accident,** he said, tum«^ 
ing abruptly to the driver : '^ the linch 
pin of this wheel has been drawn out 
purposely." 

*^ It has. Sir ?" he reiterated with sim- 
plicity. ** See that now! why then, I 
wonder who would be after doing that 
same ; if it wouldn't be your honors, out 
of sport, Sir. But sorrow much matter, 
any how ; I'd as soon drive your honors 
with three wheels as four, and did from 
Cork to Kilworth:<^that's father Mur* 

H 3 
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phy^ Sir; and the whee} will just slip 
in the front of tHe chay^ fair and aisy, 
lil be bound. 

^* But that's not the worst of it/* he 
continued coolly, endeavouring to force 
the wheel into the chaise on one side, 
while ]Vf r. De Vere jumped out at the 
other: " we've taken the wrong turn, it 
seems, entirely; for that Cloghnaigh 
bat^s tb^ world, in respect of contrari- 
pes9( and. when I thought we were in 
on it, isn't it here the '^wolf^s track^ 
weVe slipped into ? Dioul!*' 

" Yoii are tp remember,'* said the 
Commodore, while his compamon was en« 
joying a rapid combination of every real, 
fancied, or possible danger, '^ youtold us 
j^uwer^ well acquainted with the road/* 

^* And if I wasn't, your honor, how 
vf ould I know that this is the wolf ^9 
track. .Och! musha! the likes of this 
i^ever happened me before. Ochone! 
Here's your purse. Sir, dear, dri^ed 
iAth€[hi^i" andhie carelessly threw the 
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purse, weighty from containing some . 
golden Spanish coin^ into the traveller'^ 
hand: he then continued his lamenta* 
tion over his mistake^ at the same tim« 
endeavouring to thrust the fore wheel 
of the chaise through one of its doors* 
From his tone of voice, peculiarity of 
manner, and the carelessness with which 
he restored a purse, that in all proba-r 
bility would not have been missed, every 
suspicion of sinister intention was hush* 
ed in the mind of the Commodore. 
The younger traveller, however, saw 
only in the latter circumstance some 
ruse beyond the ordinary stratagem of 
a common robber; and whether he wa? 
to be enrolled among a band of Shan^ 
avests, or stripped and plundered for 
the benefit of the Caravats^ were cir* 
cumstances debated in his mind, under 
the influence of many romantic associar 
tions appropriate to the scene and hour* 
Meantime,asthedriver assured them, thtf 
though they had not takea the best or the 

H 4 
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shortest road^ they were still making 
their way out of the mountains, they 
continued to walk in advance of the 
chaise^ without further reproach ; while 
the driver, leading his horses, recom- 
menced his song, which he only inter- 
rupted to point out a stone cross under the 
cliff, that he called the " Hag's bed ;" and 
some other features in the scene, cha- 
racteristic of its wildness; thus evincing 
that his boasted acquaintance with the 
mountains was not an unfounded vaunt. 
* With that sudden change of tem- 
perature incidental to mountain re- 
gions, the air had become intensely 
cold ; and through the increasing dark- 
ness of the evening, they hailed with 
pleasure a long level ray of ligtit, 
which ^sured them of their approxi* 
mation to some human abode; perhaps 
a forge, where they might have their 
chaise whtel reinstated ; and they 
suggested this possiblity to the driver. 
'' A forge/* he replied, '' then that's 
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the great luck^ for if there's a forge, 
ye can put the night over at Lis-na- 
" sleugh, for there's not a forge in the 
Galties round, barring the forge of Lis* 
na-sleugh^ where there's the best of 
fine entertainment^ as I hear tell^ that's if . 
the chay can't be mended, and yez don't 
care to get on by moonlight to Butte^ 
vant^ which yez may after all, plazeGod.^' 
" Freedom of agency," saidtheyounger 
traveller^ with a short laugh, ^' that may 
sound very well in a metaphysical argu- 
ment, but here !-^ we are all the slaves of. 
circumstance^ the'puppets of events over 
which we have no control. Observe^ we 
had pointed outThurlesandTipperaryfor 
our stages; we went, we were obliged to 
go, toHoly-cross, andCasheL We propos* 
ed^ we wiUedy dining in Buttevant,«— we 
are passingthe evening, amidst the savage 
mountains of the GalAesI And now. 
you may depend upon it, bon gr^, maU « 
gi^, we shall be fated to stop at this 
Lis-— something, some ' fortress of th^ 

H 5 
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Shanavests or Caravats, Whiteboys oi 
Tbreshers; our boasted freedom of 
agency^ all reduced to inevitable sub^ 
minion to the intrigues of this masque*' 
fading driver^ who, by the hye^has again^ 
you see, assumed hii disguise/* — ^^Evi- 
dently not to deceive us,** replied tlie 
Commodore. As they proceeded^ tho 
li^t had frequently aj^ared and dis* 
appeared; but as their descent became 
less rapid, and they advanced more 
deeply into the valley, it assumed a more 
steady beam; and the outline of a small 
building became visible amidst a mass 
of darkly defined objeets: as they 
approached they perceived it was a 
little sash window, which emitted the 
red light of a blazing tiirf fire; add a 
volume of white curling smoke, issuing 
fifom an aperture in the roof, stained the 
deep dark^blue H the atmo(^here with 
fleecy forms* Tlie moon just shewed her 
edge above the horizon,and more strong^ 
defined the ppsitioit of the buildings 
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which occupied part of a little plain^ 
forming a point of termination to four 
cross roads^ that branched off round the 
base of the mountains* Those th^ 
had crossed appeared to, rise almost to the 
clouds behind them ; and of the many 
waterfalls^ which dashed from the nei^^ 
bounng rocks^ one fell close to the rear 
of the cottage^ dwindling into a rill^ and 
forming a little horse-pool in its front 
A light under a shed at a short distance 
shewed some horses feeding. A bunch 
of mountain hether suspended over 
the door^ but above all^ a post-chaise 
drawn up before it^ which seemed^ 
by its positicm^ to have recently ar« 
rived by one of the low roads^ de** 
sipiated this wild and remote edifice as 
an inn. This idea was confirmed 1^ a 
smart crack of the whip, with which the 
driver brought up his weary horses, and 
by his teking off his hat to the gentlemen, 
and exclaiming, with a courteous bow^ 
*^ Why then, long life to yez! ye;B are 
welcome to Lis*nft->sleughP 
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- '' So/' said De Vere, '' I thought so. 
This^ however^ iswizzard scenery, and 
one may compound for a Uttle incon- 
venienee, or even danger, to enjoy 
it/' 

The approach of the carriage had 
brought out from the shed, which served 
as a stable, a lame beggar, who officiated « 
as hostler, and a ragged boy, who ap- 
peared as the substitute for a waiter. 

" Here baccah ma voumeen,"* said 
the driver, who was now once more 
muffled in his cotamore, his wig, and 
old caubeen, ^^ take off them cattle for 
me^ while I show the gentlemen into 
the place. Come, my ginssoon, lend me 
the rush^" and he snatched the light 
out of the boy'sk hand. " This away, 
your honors ; take care of the sow, $ir: 
there's a- bit of a stramCj Sir. Widow 
Gaffiiey, ma'am^ where are you a^ah ? 

« 

Oh^ here's the mistress herself. Ill 



* Baccah, a cripple. All lame and deformtd 
lieggars^ are called baccahs iil Ireland, 
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trouble, ma'am, talook after the gentle- 
men, while I give a squint at th' other 
bastes." 

The hostess took the light from him, 
and he joined the driver of the other 
newly arrived .chaise, who was adjourn- 
ing from the house to the stable. The 
Widow Gaffnejfy with many smiles 
and courtesies, led the guests from the 
dark little stone passages which sepa* 
rated the kitchen, clouded with smoke, 
from another small room distinguished 
by its plank flooring; exclaiming, as she 
moved before them, ^^ Och ! but your 
honors is welcome. Sirs. Its a sharp 
nighty to cross the mountains, and will 
have a sod kindled in the chimhlejfy Sins 

4 

if ye^ are going stay past the cattle's 
taking their lock of hay gintlemin/' 

As she spoke, she lighted, or endea- 
voured to light, a miserable candle^ 
which stood in a dirty brass candlestick 
on,a shelf over the " chimhley.** While 
thus engaged^ the yellow flickering 
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light fell full on her face^ and threw her 
sharp^ but handsome features^ her de^ 
sallow complexion^ and black bright 
eyes^ into strong relief. A red kerchief 
was tied round her head in the Munster 
fashion^ and the rest of her tall^ slight^ 
boney form was hidden in shade.* 

The strangers withdrew their eyes 
from the figure of the landlady^ to the 
i^artment into which she had ushered 
them. Its whitewashed walls were 
partially covered with those pious prints 
which are hawked about for sale in the 
remotest parts of Ireland. The history 
of many a saint, the sufferings of many 
a martyr, were here detailed in bright 
vermilion and yellow ochre ; and angels 
itnd devils, hymns and homilies^ were 
mingled promiscuously with the amatoty 
history of *^ Cooleendas^ " Croothe^ 



^ The old Irish head^kerehief^ is almost 
vnifenallj worn by tho fenale pesMBtrjr of 
JAantter. 
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namoB^ the ^^ Coimaught daisy/* the 
'^ last dying spleech of Captain Dread* 
nought/' bloody and barbarous murders^ 
and a favourite song^ called ^^ Ma chere 
amie^ as sung by Mrs. Billington. 

A deal table in the centre of the room 
was still covered with some little pewter 
iressels^ and two glasses with wooden 
bottoms. The hearth was stuffed with 
withered heath ; and the atmosphere of 
the room^ from which all ventilation 
was excluded^ breathed the fumes of 
whiskey. The younger traveller^ hold- 
ing his perfumed handkerchief to his 
fiose^ asked if there was no other apart* 
ment ihey could occupy^^ while their 
liorses Were feedings and their chaise 
mended. 

^^ Och ! blessed Virgin/' said the 
hostess^ wiping down the table with har 
apron^ ^' this is the contrarjest day eycr 
rose on me ! Weeks we*d be^ God help 
ui^ and not a ebay^ or sign of quality 
eome the road; and now^ becaise ita 
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the fair of Kiitish, and the worlds in on 
upon us^ here's two po-chaises^ and not 
a sowl to help me^ only the baccah^ and 
my own little garlagh* of a boy." 

" We should be glad to go any where 
where there's a fire," said the Com- 
modore, " the kitchin for instance." 

" Och ! your honor, that would be a 
poor place for the likes of you ; but if 
you would demean youi^self to step 
into it, while I kindle a sod here, and 
ready the place, and takes down thes€ 
brusheens— — " 

As she now began to raise a very un- 
pleasant dust by removing the bushes 
from the hearth^ the gentlemen walked 
at once to the kitchen. 

The little inn of Lis-na-sleugh, or the 
house of the mountain, was the genuine 
protot}rpe of all such inns in the re« 
mote cross-roads, or mountain ways in 
Ireland ; and the kitchen, as is usual 
in such places, was equally the recep- 
"tacle of the guest and the be^^^ar ; of 



FLORENCE MACARTHY. l6l 

those who could, and those who coiild 
not pay for a temporary shelter. The 
earthen floor of this hospitable apart- 
ment was undulating and broken: a 
low mud wall, with an aperture itt it to 
see through, screened the fire-place 
from the door ^ and the capacious hearth, 
lined with a stone bench, afibrded a 
comfortable retreat to the chilled or 
wearied traveller It was now occu- 
pied by . a haggard^ worn-out looking 
person, who repeatedly drank from a 
noggin of water beside him. Above 
the bright clear fire of mountain turf, 
built upon the floor, hung suspended an 
immense iron cauldron, filled with po- 
tatoes, not boiling, but boiled and 
drying (5). In an angle of the kitchen, 
over a three-l^ged table, and a little 
pewter vessel filled with whiskey, sat 
two travellers; one of them, by the pack 
which lay at his feet, a pedlar; the 
other, ill-looking and poorly clad : both 
earnestly conversing in Irish. Beside 
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the fire-place^ on an old settle^ were 
seated two females : one with her long 
Irish frize doak^ and the hood drawn 
over her face, exhibited her warmly- 
mittened hands to the fire, towards 
which she was turned. The other, 
stately and erect, her round figure co- 
vered in an old fashioned travelling 
cloak, and her head enveloped in that"^ 
curious coiffure made and called after 
the head of a French carriage, and nc^ 
many years back worn in Ireland under 
the name of a calesh. From the supe- 
riority of their appearance^ they were 
assigned by the strangers to the chaise, 
which stood at the door on their arrival, 
and seemed but just to have preceded 
them. 

As the gentlemen stood before the 
fire conversing in Spanish on the inci^ 
dents of their journey, calculating upon 
the probabilities of the future, and 
making observations on all that sur- 
rounded them, the widow having lighted 
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a fire in the best room^ returned to 
await the dispersion of the smoke it 
occasioned. She leaned indolently over 
a table^ with her hands wrapped iii h«r 
apron^ or as she called it^ hsx praskeen^ 
and cast a glaxioe of curiosity^ directed 
alternately at her guests^ in anxious 
hope that they would call for some re* 
fr^shment* None^ however, was de- 
manded until the entrance of Owney,. 
the driver, broke the spell ; for he ad- 
dressed her with — 

^^ You would* tit havie siich a thing as 
a cuppan * of parliament in the house, 
Mrs. Gaflhey ?" v 

*^ Ochl then, if I would not have 
that, what would I have, Sir, when I 
sould the bed from under me to pay the 
license ; and would be sorry to see the 
barony fined, after the mmth^ we had 
in the mountains about ould SulivanV 
rtill, last week, and the waylaying of 

^Cuppao, a little cup. — Parliamenf mhlslsiej^ 
tbat is, licensed. 



V 
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the exciseman^ and two men and one 
soger kilt in the action. Since the at- 
tempt at a rescue made for the Rabragh^ 
never was known the likes in the prc>- 
yince of Munster, many a day/' 

Mrs. Gaffney was helping the driver 
to a little vessel of licensed whiskey, 
which he had termed a cuppan of par- 
liament, when the ill-looking man, who 
sate t6te-a-t6te with the pedkr, asked^ 

^^ What's gone of the Rabragh/ I 
wonder ?" 

*' Och! Sir, he's about the world 
again, I hear tell,^' replied the land* 
lady, ^^ though never saw him, 'bove 
all the boys in the county. They say, 
the Ban-Tiema ^ had him released from 
prison last assizes twelvemonth, and 
wient herself to the judges at Tipperary, 
in regard of her being his foster-sister.** 

* Ban^Tierna^ the femaie chief; literallj, 
the woman of the chiof, or nobkwoman. This 
epithet is occasioaallj applied to female repre.^ 
sentatires of noble houses* 
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** Long may she reign,^' exclaimed 
the ill-looking man ; ^^ for she's a fine 
woman^ and the poor man's friend. — > 
Here's^ may she live a thousand years^'^ 
and he tossed off a glass of spirits. - 

^^ Amen,'^ said the driver, moving 
his hat reverentially as he pledged the 
toast, ih, a voice tremulous with emo- 
tion. 

" I drink to her in water, wishing 
it was wine,' ' said the poor man in the 
chimney comer : " for I come from 
the land where her forefathers reigned. 
Here's to the Countess of Clancare.*' 

" Why then, if this were die last 
drop I had in the world," said the 
driver, drawing his hat over his facc^ 
as he advanced in the light, " you 
shall go my halves in it^" and he pre^ 
sented what remained in his cuppan to 
the water-drinker, who swallowing it 
eagerly, observed, 

^^ Tliat's the first bit or sup passed 
my lijJs the day, barring a dry potatoe 
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and a draught of water ; and came all 
the ways from the barony of Dun-i- 
kerron^ district of Clancarc in Kerry/ 
over bog and mountain, to sell my littlft 
bit of an hobby * at the fair of Kittish^ 
to pay the rent of the shed I break my 
heart under/' 

/^ Why then, is that hobby with the 
saddle your's, SirP* asked the driver. 

** She is," said the poor man, sigh* 
ing, " to my sorrow : and a finer bit of 
a baste for bog or mountain journey 
doesn't breathe, for all I'm carrying 
her back with me this night ; and of- 
fered her for a thirty shilling Cork 
note and a pair of brogues, to a hawker 
this morning.'' 

^' Why then. Sir, see hear," said the 
driver in a voice full of compassion. 

« The lUti« hobbies of this country are the 
most proper to travel through it; and a man 
ttust abandon him^eif entirely to their guidaoce, 
which wiU answer much better than If one 
should itriTe to manage and direct their steps* 
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^^If I had the money, myself, I*d take 
her off your hands the night, if it wa» / 
only to hire her out by the job to tra- 
vellers, and to sarve jrou into the bar- 
gain, God help you." 

"Then purchase her for me," said 
the Commodore, who, with his com- 
panion, had stood listening to this local 
and desultory conversation, uttered in 
an accent^ so strange to their ears as 
not always to be comprehended. The 
bargain was soon struck, and the owner 
of the kobbtfy with ey^ streaming with 
joy, and a tongue profuse in gratitude, 
received a small sum over the price he 
had demanded* 

"I believe,'* said the elder stranger> 
addressing him as he counted out his 
money, ^^ at least I have read or heard^ 
that your barony of Dunkerron wa# 
famous for this small breed of horses?" 

^^ And is so, your honor, to this day,^ 
and that's uU it is fiunous for now^ 
barring JSt Crohan's eeil^ die patron 
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saint of the barony, hewn out of the 
splid rock with his own hands,"* 

The Commodore leant his head ea- 
gerly forward, and in a peculiar tone of 
voice, said, "And under the hill of JCil- 
crohan there stands— *there did standy a 
small ancient building, commanding the 
bay of Kenmare, once a friary." 

"I know it well, your honor; the 
ehapelry of Glinsky^ the school-house 
of Terence oge O'Leary, and is there to 
this hour, troth." 

" To this hour?" repeated the Com- 
modore in emotion. " That's the ruind 
of it, your honor. After measter OXeary 
quit the place, nobody cared \o take up 

X . . . 

• SmUhU Kerrp.— In this hill A&tiqiiarUMM 
assert that St. Kierafi^ tiie first bishop of Ossarj, 
wrote his rule for monks. The stalactitical 
ezodatloDS of this romaptic hermitage are held in 
grelEit feneration bj the countrj people, who 
jearefollj preserve them, in the belief that they 
derive maay virtues from the sanctity of the place 
that producers them., 
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in it; and somehow^ the times doesn't 
favour larnirignow in Keriy as former 
ly; and besides^ there was an odd story 
;went about the schooUhouse. I disre* 
rmember me what now ; and was a slip 
of* a boy then, and went higher up into 
Clancare—that's twenty years ago, aye, 
faith, twenty-two years, since Terence 
Oge quit the place." 

" And more," said the lame beggaf, 
who was fHiihg a sieve with some bats 
out of a sort of chest near the hearth. 
'^*'I've good right to remeniber it well, 
for r was the very man that brought the 
young lord, that would have been, from 
Court Fitzadelm to Terence Oge 
0*Leary's house, who was his foster 
father, and gave him all the learning he 
got, now, young gentleman." 

"Did you?" said the Commodore^ 
seizing his upraised arm; then suddenly 
letting it drop, he asked in an altered 
tone, "Did you send for a smith to 
look to our chaise? 

VOL. 1. I 
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"I did, your honor, and is at it thi» 
moment; and troth, I didn't see that 
same chaise drive up the night with a 
dry eyte; for," he added, turning to the 
Kerryman, *^ it was in that very chaise, 
which my lord^brought his elegant bride 
in, that I afterwards carried her son, af- 
ter her death, down to Dunk«Ton to 
measter OXeary's, from whence he 
never returned dead or alive.** 

^^ That*s the young lord, was drowned 
off the Bay of Kenmare, in his own bit 
of a corragh, and they say haunts the 
ehapelry of Glensky to this hour,** de- 
manded the Kerryman. 

^^ Och! to my heavy sorrow," said the 
mendicant, dropping the vessel he was 
measuring the com with, and leaning 
over the chest, *^that was a sore day 
for me, Sir, for if he was in it this hour, 
it isn't in this condition Fd be, ould 
and lame, poor and desolate, and so I 
tould Measter O'Leary last week, who 
dropt salt tears when he saw me/' 
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"Last week!" reiterated the stranger; 
then^ with a change of voice, he added, 
*^Were you in Kerry last week, in 
Punkerron? I am travelling that way, 
and should like to know the state of 
the roads." 

" I was not. Sir, in Kerry, and never 
put my foot in it since I left the young 
gentleman there, that's the honourable 
De Montenay Fitzadelm," 

'^ You said you saw O'Leary there, I 
thought." 

^* It was down in' the Peninsula I saw 
Mr. Terence Oge O'Leary, your honor, 
and am but just come from it this 
day." 

" The Peninsula!" repeated the Com- 
modore, *^ where is that?" 

^^ The Peninsula of Dunore, Sir, on 
the other side of the Boggr^ mountains^ 
where the Marquis's castle is, on the 
sea-side, at the bottom, of the country, a 
lovely fine place*" 

^^ I suppose the castle is in ruins?" 

I 2 
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cdbserved Mr. De Vere, carelessly— I 
mean Dunore castle. " 

" Not at all, your honor^ btit as good 
ad the day it was built, every stone of it; 
aye, faith, and better: for sure it was get- 
ting ready two years back for the young 
mad Marquis; but the workmen have 
been stopped since he went beside him- 
iself : and it would have been his cou- 
sins that was drowned, only for the vil- 
lainy of the world that banished the 
cratur to the wilds of Kerry, as Mr. 
O'Leaiy says, and no luck could follow 
them after that, great as they are noW.*' 

^^ I remember that O'Leary when he 
was out of his mind himself," said the 
landlady, " and I a bit of a slip of a girl; 
he used to be wandering in the moun- 
tains here, and bothering the world witli 
the Macarthies and the Fitzadelms, 
and looking for their ould castles, in 
ione places." 

"Och, then, he*s brave and hearty 
now^ Mrs. Gaflhey/' returned the lame 
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hostler^ '^ and has a fine school in the 
preceptory of Monaster- ni-oriel. Many 
thanks to friar Dennis O'Sulivan^ the 
superior; for it was he who took him 
up, and preached the deyil out of himr 
(for tb^y. 8f^y h^ was.poasessed), and set 
him down ithere^^ snug and aisy^ in the 
friary ; and allows him to let his own 
apartuf^nt t9 liiathers that come to the 
salt wither, when liin^elf s not in it : 
9;ody troth, you wouldn't think, the day, 
he had ,put more than fifty years over 
his head, that's Mr. O'Le^ry, though 
he's i^ixty. right out; for its thirty-four 
ye^rs, si^c^ his' wife got the nursing 
at Court Pitzfidelm, and Terence was 
twenty«7^x .gpod.thei)>/>nd a brav^ 
lump of a poor sdjolar, when ^le missed 
his vocatio^^^ md married Soosheei) 
O^iriaghan." t ' . ' 

/'They s^y it was > laming; (;racke4 
his brain/' observed the landlady. 

* Vocation — to the priesthood. To imis ?©• 
catloD, always means iQfaU4n U^e. •* - - 
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'^ No, troth ! but grief for the loss of 
his foster child ; and to this day, when 
he isn t going on with his Shanaos of 
the Macarthies More, its of him he bes 
talking, in spite of the Crawleys/* The 
mendicant hostler now raised the sieve 
of oats on his head, and hobbled back 
to the stables. 

^ Och ! but it's a pity of him, the cra- 
tur,*' said Mrs. Gaflhey, whose evident 
love of gossipry was much gratified by 
the conversation which had accidentally 
arisen—'' poor and lame as he is now, a 
Baccah, begging his bit through the 
country, and betimes doing a turn here 
for us : why, then, he has seen great 
days formerly, and was whipper-in to 
Lord T^tzadelm, that's the bbck 
baron, and often called in to sing *^ the 
hunt of KilruMery* for my lord and 
Ae quality in the great parlour after 
dinner ; and at last lent him even his 
trifle of wages, and sold his bit of a 
place to raise money for him, and got 
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his lameness by being thrown off in his 
service ; and there you are now, Fineen 
Mac Crehan, without a rag to kiver you, 
or a shed to lay your head under, or a 
bit of a bed to die on, or as much as 
would buy a pipe to wake you with, this 
night Ah! then, nothing ever thrw 
with them Fitzadelms: they had the 
black drop in them, for all they were 
the portliest men in the country (though 
I never ;see them, barring in pictures), 
and to this day its a saying in the coun- 
try, ' comely and wicked like a Fit2» 
adelm/ Well, there^s the last stick and 
stone of the court to be sold next week. 
We had orders to stick up the bill. Sirs, 
here, from Mr. Crawley*s land-baily of 
Dunore, who passed through the 
mountains yesterday." 

^^ Then the devil set his foot after 
him wherever he goes, and that he may 
never come back, I pray Christ,** said 
the driver, as he drew his cotamore 
round him, and went forth to look after 
the equipage. 
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To this pious adjuration a very genieral. 
? amen" was returned ; while both the 

• 

travellers, as if moved by. the same iiti- 
pulse of curiosity, advanced to read .the 
advertisement hung over the chimney, 
b^ the rush-light which was fastened in 
a cleft stick near it. This paper. jiidi-^ 
cated that the old castle and mansion of 
Court Fitzadehn, beautifully situata 
in a valley, watered by the Avon Fienne, 
and f heltered by the Galties and Bally? 
ho wry mountains, \%ere to be put up fou 
sale on, a certain day, or might be pur- 
chased by private contract. The mate? 
rials were, strongly recommended to any 
gentleman who was building ; and |t 
few acres o^^ meadow, land, with the U* 
berties of a certain portion of the salmon 
fishery on the Avon-Fienne, were to b^ 
•old or leased. References werejto be 
made to ]>arby Crawley, Esq, New? 
town. Mount Crawley-Dunore, or at hif 
house, Merrion Square, Dublin. 

" I should Uke to see this Court Fitz* 
adelm,'^ said the Commodore, addressr 
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ijttg jMr, J)e Vere in' Spanish. — ^^Vex^ 
haps l^moy be induced to piirGhase it« 
The jBsh'ery of a fine riv^r is ft strong in-j 
^ucelmeiil;^ tod m)riuti|re destiny I l^opf 
is to reside in this countFjr/* 

" I sbj^uId like to^ s^^ it al|p^ and will 
acopnapany you.- By * its vicinity ^o the 
JBally howry .mo^ntai^i^^ it can't b^ far 
from Buttevartt/' replied De Vere. . ; 
. On enquiries made from tbe landlady^ 
and partly answered by , jtbe ill-looldng 
min at the three4egged table^ they 
JbUnd: that Court Fitzadelm lay due 
south of the Ballyhowry mountains^ 
^* Then," said the Commodore, " I can 
ta,ke it en chemin faisant to the peninr 
sula of Dunore. " 

" DuQore!** repeat^ the y9unger 
'trtiveller: ":I thought you were prx)- 
ceeding to Kerry ?** 

** Not immediately/* was the careless 
reply ; and the next moment the Com* 
modore, observing that he would en* 
deavour to expedite their journey^ left 

I 5 
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the house. ' De Vere meaHtime took 
out his Spencer, and threw himself upon 
the settle, in the pldtce of the female in 
the frize cloak, to whom the landlady 
was serving out some milk in another 
part of the kitchen ; when his neigh- 
bour in the calash, jerking the skirt of 
her riding cloak forward, which he had 
incautiously sat upon, observed — ^' I'd 
troubje you to move off: you were not 
BO ready to put your eomether^ on me, 
when you reused me making a third in 
the chay^ why 1 from Dublin to Ca- 
she!/* 

Startle at this ha^remembered ac^ 
cent^ De Vere raised his eyes fearfolly, 
and under the yawning cavity of the 
calash beheld the red nose and green 
"Spectacles of Mrs. Magillicuddy. He 
sprung from his seat and left the house. 
*^ For heaven's sake,*' he exdaimed, as 
with rapid strides he advanced to his fel- 

— i— —  II I I II II  M  . I  ^ I  , , 
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low traveller^ who stood talking near the 
door to the Baccah and the Karry horse- 
dealer — " for heaven's sake let us be off 
directly^ with or withal a wheel. Who 
do you think one of the two females at 
the fire may be?\* 

" Not your night^mare^ I hope,** said 
the Commodore, smiling«-T*^ not Mrs. 
Magillicuddy.!' 

"My night-mare, indeed!'* he re- 
iterated, shrugging his shoulders: " thi« 
is being fairly hag-ridden." 

" Magillicuddy I '* repeated the driver 
of the first-arrived chaise, who was put- 
ting-to his horses. '^ Is that the ould 
lady's name, your honor ? Why, then, 
troth, she's a gentlewoman every taste 
of her, and pays finely; and for that 
same I bate your diay fairly, and got in 
half an hour before yez/' 

" Where did you start from," asked 
Owny, coming forward. 

" From Cashel ; and came the low 
road ; and wonders yez would take to 
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the mountains ; only it-s what I he* 
lieve you lort your way. Sir/' he re- 
plied. 

" And where arfe you going to 
now?*' asked De Verey evidently ijite^ 
rested in the question, 

^^ We are going on to one side of 
Doneraile, Sir: and if we oaii't makt 
tHat before ten o'clock, we are to rtop 
at the New Inn; for thVould lady doesn't 
eare to be on the road afber the mocm 
goes down, though from this »to Done- 
raile is as beautiful as a bowling-green.'* 

" I think,*' said Mr. De Vere, " I 
should be well (Contented to remain 
. here to-night if there was a ^^hance-of 
.clean beds^ or even of fresh hether t we 
could then proceed- to Court Pitzadelm 
early to-morrow, ;ii«5tead of haying to 
tread back our steps by gdng to But^ 
tevant first.'* This Wa]s addressed to the 
Commodore. 

^^ Och, then, not better beds yotfU 
get in the barony than at the little back- 



^^ 
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roomfat Lis-narsleugh/' observed Owny, 
who appeared to listen with attention; 
^^ and I cairied . two gentlemen here 
who slej^ in tliem last week, and one of 
them aprie&t, that's Friar 0*Sullivan^ on 
his way to Cork/' 

^^ Theo wd will eBdeavour. to make 
our arrangements accordingly/' said De 
Vere, turning sharp round,. and x:x>minj 
in oontact with the whalebone of Mr& 
Magillicuddy's calash ; f<»* she had stood 
fer the last few. minutes behind them. 

*^ Why, then, man," she .exclaiinid 
to her driver, ^^ will you lave oiF your 
gossip, and not keep us here till mid- 
night, why !" ^ ^ 

To this remonstrance, made in a most 
stentorian voice, the man rej^ied by 
opening the chaise door, letting down 
the steps, and letting in the infirm Mn. 
Magillicuddy wA her more youthfol 
attendant, who sprung lightly into the 
chaise after her :««-they imm^atety drove 
away. 
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^^ I told you/' 9aid the younger tra« 
veller, ^^ we were fated to remain at this 
miserable little mountain inn." 

'^ The fatality lies in your preposses- 
sions," replied the Commodore, ^^ or if 
you will, in the super-human influence 
of Mrs. Magillicuddy ; for it appears 
that your motions are retarded oi; acce- 
lerated, according to your conjunctions 
or opposition with that . most repelling 
body. She rules the ascendant." 

^^ Well,*' he replied, shru^ing his 
shoulders^ 

*^ In ber bright radiance and collateral heat. 
May I be comforted — not in her, sphere.^^ 

*' And yet,'* said the Commodore^ ^^ she 
is a woman.^' 

'^ A woman ! Sex hath but one age: 
that passed, there is- neither man nor 
woman. Who would assign to such a 
thing as that a gender, with her lungs 
and her bulk, her natural ddects and 
artificial disgusts, her Bardolph's nose> 
and tower of horse h^ir. A Woman ! 
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gracious heaven ! compared to the crea« 
tures one has seen^ to the beings one 
has fancied^ who for a moment have 
flashed their radiance on one's dreary 
life path ! and tHs a woman ! 'Tis 
altogether another species^ made of 
other elements^ and composed of other 
organs!" 

As he thus stood " chewing the cud 
of sweet and bitter fancies^" in apostro* 
phizing all that was lovely in the sex, 
and all that had ceasM to be so, leaning 
against the door, his eyes fixed upon 
the silver-lined clouds, that passed in 
forms various and fantastic as his own 
thoughts, before the broad bright moon, 
his more active, more vigilant fellow 
traveller, was occupied in pioviding fw 
their night's accommodation. He had 
also enquired for the driver, to inform 
him of their new arrangements, and 
learned from the lame hostler, that he 
was gone behind the other chaise, as far 
as the smith's forge, for an iron pin, 
which was wanting to the compleat re^ 
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mstatement of the broken machinery <rf 
their ovm crazy carriage. 

^ The circumstance of two such guests 
i?emaining£)r the night at Lis^na-sleugh> 
produced a buisinesd and bustle most uh- 
usual beneath its hunible roof. Shaneenl^ 
the boy, Was employed in catching, kill- 
ing, and plucking a fowl, which had 
(reckless of the fate that awaited it,) 
taken up its roD$t on the rafter of the 
kitchen. The baccah was occupied in 
preparing such a table equipage for sup- 
per as the house afforded; and the 
hostess herself gave her attention to the 
little bed-room. 

This apartment, which communicated 
by a few steps with the parlour, con- 
tained two . small, old fashioned bed- 
steads, with patch-work quilts, the ac- 
cumulated fragments of half a century; 
and check curtains of transparent tex- 
ture. Though poor and mean, it wiis 
cleanly and cheerful ; and was just such 
a sleeping apartment as is to be found 
• Shaaeea— Little John— Jack. 
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in every iiin ip Ireland, tbat lies in a 
road but little frequented. 

When the strangers returned to the 
house^ from a short refreshing walk 
among the moonlight glens, the house 
was cleared, of its gu^tSj silent and tran- 
quil. A clean cloth was spread upon 
the parlor table, the turf fire blazed 
brightly; and though there was po wine 
to be hs^d^ and they had not yet made 
UR tl^ir pistes to what Peter the Great 
called "Irish wine,"yet the clear spring 
tiiat gushed from the ji^hbouring 
rode was pure ^emiaa to thirsty and 
temperate, travellers. The supper pre- 
pared by their cordial hostess, though 
homely, was all Jriandis^ to appetites 
sharpened by the mountain air, and 
placed beyond the delicacy of fastidiousr 
ness by long fast 

Owny, who had returned from the 
forge, enquired carelessly " if they had 
now the place to themselves, barring 
the gentlemen," and being answered in 
th« afiirmative (for the three guests in 
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the kitchen, the horse-dealer, the pedlar^ 
and his companion, had all departed 
under favour of the moonlight), he im- 
mediately threw off his cotamore, caiH 
been, and wig. Light, alert, and dili- 
gent, he now officiated as valet to the 
gentlemen, and as coadjutor to Mrs. 
Gafihey^s establishment; and his services 
added considerably t^ the little sum of 
comfort and accommodation which th« 
travellers could naturally expert, in this 
improved imitation of a Spanish Posada. 
Meantimethe Irish kead millefaUha^ 
^hqne in every eye, and beamed its wel- 
come on the strangers. The obvious 
goodwill of all compensated for the de* 
ficiency of ability, but too obvious; 
and even the younger, and less eiasily 
satisfied guest, was led to observe of the 
little Shebean of Lis-na-^leugh, as the 
French philosopher did of the world, 
'^ si tout n-y est pas bien, tout est 
passable. 

^ Hundred tfaousaod welcomes* 
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CHAPTER rV. 

.^' This EdeO) this demi.paradise 
This dear dear land is now leased out 
Like to a tenement, or pelting farm/' 

' ' SffAKESPSARfe* 

" What harmony is this ? 
Marrelious, sweet music; 
6ire as iLind kte^brs, lieafen.** 

Ibid. 

*^ Were such things here as we do speak 
about? or hare we eaten of the insane root 
HMt takes the teason prisoner ?" , > 

Ibid* 



There is scarqely any cabaret in the 
remote parts of Ireland, over whose 
door is exhibited the usual advertise- 
ment of ^^ good entertainment for man 
and beast.*' where a tolerable breakfast 
may not be procured; the abundance 
and freshness of the milk, butter, and 
eggs usually compensating for the indif* 
ferent quality of that far-fetched and 
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vivifying herb, which the widow Gaffhcy 
assured her guests was "iligant tay 
from Cork/' as they seated themselves 
at her breakfast table, after the refresh- 
ing repose of the night. Luckily they 
were ju«t then in a temper of mind to 
take much upon faith^ and to be pleased 
on very scanty premises. , That, which 
under the influence of exhavstioa and 
evening gloom, was deemed misadven- 
ture, to the renovated spirits of morniag 
and sunshine was amuaing incident 
merely, and stimulating variety. There 
was a novelty, a romantic singularity 
in their actual position, which lent it a 
peculiar charm (at least, to the younger 
traveller, to whom it was.evideut that 
whatever was nem was goo^,, while 
it ys^as obvipus to both, that even th^ 
wildest parts of Ireland afforded security 
to the strangers wandering: for it 
ts only the loca], officisil oppressor whq 
has any thing to fear from an ig^ 
wmtxit and sufferings population ; a po^ 
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pulation^ which, rtr^n^efS'totliepixjtec- 
lionof thq laws, fly forpedmss tothatfoFcc, 
by which-alou^ they arid'their ancestors 
hdve been governed £of centuries. 

The travellers left the' im^ )of Lis-na- 
sleugh, followed by the blessings of its 
inhabitants, excited by their liberality. 
Had the younger of them been capable 
of observing any thing, in which he 
was not himself personally concerned, 
he might have noticed that, previous to 
their departure, his mysterious com* 
panion had beeii engaged in a con- 
ference with the laine hostler, which 
lasted for a considerable time: fop while 
Owny was putting-to the horses; and 
arranging the portmanteaux, the Com- 
modore, with armfr folded, brows com- 
pressed, and eyes lull of eager listening 
curiosity, remained silently attentive t6 
some narration, which seemed circum- 
stantially detailed by the baccah. -As 
they both stood uhdier the shadow 6f an 
impending cliff, the boW figure of thi 
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Commodore in deep shade, and darkly 
defined, the bending form of the cripple 
supported by his crutch, and Ringed with 
the light of a straggling sunbeam, they 
deemed appropriate figures for the wild 
scenery that surrounded them. In this 
point of view they were only aonsidered 
by the tasteful observer, who stoodlook- 
ingat them through his half-closed eyes, 
and who dimply noted the effect of their 
picturesque grouping, without one sur- 
|3iise as to its cause. —The mountains 
the trfivellers had crossed, and the glen^ 
in which they had passed the night, soon 
receded from their view: their journey 
lay along a comparatively good road, 
among a long chain of hills, which fenced 
within their undulating boundaries 
many a lovely glen and romantic valley, 
brightening in the morning sunshine. 
Acclivity . rose, above acdivity, lifting 
their bleak bare heads to the clouds, in 
wild and savage magnificence— those to 
the west forming the boundaries of the 
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counly of Kerry ; those to the north and 
east, the Ballyhowry and Nagle moun«> 
tains, inclosing the classical scenery o[ 
Spencer ; his own Mole, rising conspi* 
cuously above all. 

In the bosom of this wild^and fantas- 
tic region, after a journey of twelve 
miles, the valley of Glenfionne, or the 
Jair valley^ was announced by the 
driver; and the old woods and towers 
of Court Fitzadelm were discovered in 
the distance, crowning a rocky summit, 
which seemed to hang perpendicularly 
over the winding waters of the Avon 
Fionne. The demesne of this fine old 
seat was accessible by many mountain 
ravines from the south ; but the design 
of its late lord, who had cut a road 
across a branch of the Galties, to facili- 
tate and to shorten the way from Dub- 
in, though inadequately executed, was 
judiciously conceived. On that side its 
situation was inaccessible, remote, and 
romantic. The extensive stone wall, 
which ran round the north of the d«- 
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mesnCj, forming an opposite baitief to^ 
that made Hy the winding river, was in 
many places dismantled and broken 
down ; and through it^rfrequent breaches, 
it exhibited the result of that pernicious 
and exhausting system of farming re- 
sorted to in such places. The ci-devant 
agent, how the actual but absent mas- 
ter, had let out this beautiful demesne 
in what is called jobbing farms, wliose 
^tillage rarely extends beyond the grow- 
ing of potatoes ; for which purpose the 
ground is uncalculatingly burned, to pro- 
duce one good crop to its temporary 
possessor. Here and there vestiges of 
wretched crops of grass and oats evinced 
the land utterly exhausted; and, in 
many places, it was abandoned to the 
wild growth of weeds and briars. Al- 
most every where the old meadow and 
pasture grounds were covered with 
furze, broom, and rushes, which, though 
now yellow and rich to the eye, were 
still but '* unprofitahly gayT 

The subdivisions of petty property 



were marked by rude meerings^ and each 
temporary tenant had secured his own 
rood of ground with unplanted mounds, 
whose occasional gaps were ' stopped 
witli brambles and heath Bushes. This 
coarse and rude system of farming added 
much to the desolate end ty&gteded as- 
pect of a naturally liovely'scen^ which, 
in its present state^ formed ka apt epi-> 
tome of the abandoned dwellings of th« 
Irish absentees. 

The scanty and miserable population 
which appeared in the neighbourhood 
of the once princely Court Fitzadelra 
was appropriately wretched and neg- 
lected. From a few mud-built huts, 
raised against the park wall/occasionally 
issued a child or a pig, while the head 
of its squalid mistress appeared for a 
moment through the cloud of smoke 
which streamed from the door, and 
then suddenly retreated. The long and 
broken road Which wound round the 
wall, , seemed to lengthen as the travel- 

VOL. I. K 



194 FLOUSmOB JIACARTHY. 

ters {iroieeeKliid^ siid tbey stopped to en- 
qtdri^ 1^ way to the nearest aj^roach 
of a poor man wlio was drivhig a lamb 
wkh a ifttraw rope round its l^. The 
itaftti pointed to a winding in the road^ 
and directed them to tt^ ruined gates of 
the |»inclpy em^ance: he then took 
up the wearied lamb on his- isfaonlder»^ 
and proceeded sullenly on. 

^ ^e cratur !'* said the drircr, who 
was how walking beside his horses^ as 
Were tilso the gentlemen: •^ God help 
iiim ! lie is how going all the way to 
Ballinispig fair with diat bit of a iamb; 
eight ^o6d long miles^ and may be it 
won't bring him oirer three tinpinnies/' 

*^ There is/^ said the Commodore, 
^ a mixture of indolence ^and laborious- 
Hess in tfiese miserable peof^ thstt is 
i^nguldr; they have neither theactiyity 
of savc^^ nor the industry ctf civi&ub- 
tion. 3!*hey want energy for the one, 
and motive for the other/* 

'^ What I ishonld complain of «a In^ 



laud;* replied Pe Ver^, « b^ tbai thijpe 
is no rurfd Jiffi; n^ p9l»ral mwn^v i 
to subjects for the Myfc ^ Tbmcvkm, 
DOT the Archill of S^f^^^^ero/' 

" I would ratb^»0e it w Aj^o^ftte 
subject for thie QeCtgic^ of Vir^) the 
native energy of the pepplisf pmcdofUf 
app^ed to the naturp} Kmwcm of the 
land^ was the reply. 

They had a9W red^^^ the entraneo 
of what had been cc^i^iei^ coae of ^ 
most magnificent de^e^n^^ in In^landi 
wee foiling part of the pijicipalii^ of 
jhe Miaflnrthi^^ mi su^^v% pa^« 

wg \^y gm^ and forfieitwts frQ» ^m 

to the powerii4 Pesponpi^, and ^^in to 
the favoured fitzftdelm^. It was nour 
the iU-^p^]»^^d pQsaesiiipnof aA^ttoroey^ 
who had held it partly o» fflottgsig^iind 
pw^y by leaae from ithe eldqr B%T<m 
J^tSiwMm, designated in the coufittiy 
by t^0 simhifu^ of the ^^ BhM» 
Bahon/* - ^ 

T^ eyes of both stxangons seemed 

k'2 
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equally toxious in their gaze, which 
was more expressive bf obscure and 
faded recognition than of mere idle cu- 
riosity. A long range of iron gate pre- 
sented itself to their view, much broken, 
the bars drawn out, and the tracery- 
covered with rust. The massive stone 
pillars on either side, overgrown with 
lichens, still exhibited some vestiges of 
handsome sculpture : the capital of one 
was surmounted by an headless eagle ; 
the other shewed the claw and part of 
the body of a gos-hawk, both natives of 
the surrounding mountains^ and well 
imitated in black marble, drawji from 
their once worked quarries. Two 
lodges mouldered on either side into ab- 
solute ruin ; and the intended improve- 
.mc»it of a Grecian portico to one, never 
finished, was still obvious in the scat- 
tered fragments of furzes and entabla. 
tures which lay choaked amidsrt heaps 

 

of nettles, fiirze-bushes, and long rye- 
grass. The broad approach was still 
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visibly mpa*ked out, though now moss- 
grown and .green, winding through 
beautifully undulating but n^lected 
grounds : and there was? a kind of mi- 
mic forest, richly cloathing the sides qf 
the elevated hights^ which rose, like 
little mountains, from the southern 
shore of the river, deceiving the ey^^ 
and appearing the same luxuriant wood 
which had once bloomed there. It was 

4 

now but the sprouting stumps succeedii^ 
to the lofty majesty of the full-grown 
oak, pine, and mountain ash, for which 
this country was once so celebrated. 

Frequently and recently as the hatchet 
had been applied to the towering woods 
of Court Fitzadelm, a few clumps and 
dusters of very ancient and noble trees 
were still left standing*; but the red 
marks impressed upon their brown 
barks evinced that they also were de- 
stined to impiediate destruction. 

While the travellers stood looking 
upon this fine, but melancholy scene, 

' K3 



fte diWuf ^mtidB he*d through the 
hmk^ bafi t)fik€ gate, afid ditecttng hk 
ttife«,t»Ww^ii orie of the iHiiaed lodges, 
#feehce ksU6d ist fed[>}e tttioke, cried 
Out} "Alie^d ma 6hr«e ! Mem de^Bshr' 
" Who dd yiou 6all to?** iuiked the 
OEMiittiddoj^t!, ii^^tieritly ettd^aVotiring: 

"Td Kttlfe Ellen, plaze yottt honor, 
^6 daughtet* of the poof baccah at 
LiiMi^^letigh, t^ho Itveii hete tnth her 
mlA pkimf, thUt iLtpt th«i g&tes itt both 
Ih'otlld IohTs tiiow, and is Bed-riddeb 
now i 'ffiat'i is the baccah toiitd me lait 
Baf ht^ wbett I Was axing hitti about the 
Way. Altetfttt itoa voumeen " 

''CIW ^Hirt,-* answered a shriH toice 
!h>6i ii^ithihi knd tiie next minttte a 
Sgidrfe,>»nlall3 wild, «k»td frightful, botmded 
^^Vti- thl^ ^BxJk laid befbire the lodg6- 
^t6ot, kad stood 1st the giitie^. To a fi^W 
words ^dte^sed to h«rr nfi Imh, sh^ 
font a timid faftit fiited attentton; then 

^ WhoVthii] ' 
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flew back to the lodge^ and inttantly. re- 
turned with a large massive key, which 
she appUed with extraordinary strength 
to the rusty lock; >aivi the heavy gates 
opened slowly, to admit the unusual 
visitors. 

^^ Thafs my eaen^buy-deelish,'"* said 
Owny, kindly patting a head^ to whose 
thick and matted locks adhered some 
bearded thistles. The htde portress 
laughed with all the wildn^ss of fiu- 
taity ; but shrunk, soared^ and inti^ 
mtdated^ as she snatched the offered 
remuneration from the Commodore^s 
hand. Her countenance, however, ex- 
hibited rather the stupor of unawakened 
intellect^ than a natural d^ciency of 
inteUigence. 

^' "Hiat's a poor innocent, your ho- 
nor: the likes of them be always 
found in lonely places^ Uke the ould 
.court here ; and lyings luck with them 

* My yellow.headcd darling. 
K4 
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they say. But for all that she's a ng:^ 
turaly her father tells, me she's the 
finest eat-^hunter and bird-catcher in 
the barony round ; and is quite cute at 
gathering brushneens for the bit of fire, 
and catering among the neighbours with 
the cruiskeen * and wallet for her ould 
bed-ridden granny/^ 

To this account the Commodore made 
no reply, but shrugged his shoulders; 
and both gentlen^en proceeded in silence . 
through the demesne, while Owny 
entered the lodge to make some ex^ 
quiries from the bed-ridden lodge- 
keeper relative to the house ; whether 
it was to be seen, and who occupied it. 
The grounds were divided into little 
« plots and job-farms, up to the door of 
the mansion, which stood on' a rocky 
hight over the river. On the opposite 
shores ascended a range of well wooded 
acclivities, whose summits mingled with 

* A little pitcher. 
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the line of the horizon. Of the on* 
ginal building nothing jaow remained 
but a square ivy-clad tower, called Des- 
mond's castle, flanking a less imposing 
edifice, built by the Fitzadelms in the 
reign of James the Fitst. This wing 
was in good preservation : but the 
modem faQade, raised forty years back 
by Baron Fitzadelm, the Tiema-Dhu, 
was ruinous and mouldering. It had 
been built by contract, was rapidly got 
up for a particular purpose, and had been 
constructed with bad materials, most 
of which were not even yet paid fon 
The precipitous declivities which sw^t 
down from . the rocky foundation of th^ 
house to the river had been cut into 
terrace gardens, a fashion still observ- 
able at the seati^ of the ancient nobilily 
of Munster : and it was melancholy to 
observe the stunted rose-tree, and other 
once-ciiltivated, but now degenerate 
sljrubs and flowers, raising their heads 
amopgst nettles and briers, and long: 

K5 
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gMBS, lUid irithcroi poUtob-stalks^ Many 
Jkitttitte Iktle buildings were also seen 
&^Aedt^ Q9k t^otnaiitic sites along th^ 
Yiwe'% ondulatiiig baaakl^; raoie of shelh^ 
%&ti& of ti^fck-^mftkt all ulike nionii«* 
MOlMs M^f the bad ta£t# of the day m 
Wbick ihc^ W«i« I^Med) md of the 
^^^tsitoft «»|)ij^ bf |ji« peiMna^D pra<^ 

^ It vf^ doubd^^nt fi«i»[i a wme like 
thfe/" ^biil^r^ied Mfw Ete ¥ene^ pfockisg 
M li^ptifiifb^ M%e> to mbidk axttiered 
^^ folMgiD <)f the deadly mgbt*afaad«V| 
^ thfett Sp0ftc€r «h-^^ rhft ^eUcal mb- 
^phdr <f[ «h^ wedh of Tiee fringing 
^ aWii<i»t ^ «<^dm «€ f«rt 

*^ And wi^ their boughs the geirtle plants did 

beat; 
iNttiver nrore ^urettf the rhtorcru^ ^aca 

R(i>se 41^ 4tilti}rea "irlth liatote heat, 
Ttetic^t the4ntaiH4mieC^llMtf >8«katJbase) 
And i»it£ strong hand their frnitful raokness 
did deface.*' 

** ft w .^«to, ptf^p^ vetvatieii «ift 
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of Com* FiteJ^lw urojidd ^> 4i4 fee 

«way together the Tf^ ;»n4 jt^e wjgfet- 
jbude. >* Jt is pifobl^l^ th^ tl^ f^f- 

smta^v^ of tb^ JjU;?a^W» fcrnily <ft>^ 

Dunore omiu^t ^ 4ejM9[ic|d ^^c^) w^cqi^d 
iook upon this 9$^^|g: ^^t qF Mf m^ 
i^estprs^ as J ww vm^ it, mth a new 
feeling of dcvat^mpt fo]t th/e §p§4i^ ^ 
wtu<*h he bebngs; md w^hA9 Mittie 
interest for the posterity that i# t^&^h^, 
as to die . aneestFf thjM: precede^ tiim, 
he would put it up to the kBmsi^^h Mi^ 

fly to iei^oy iJts i^dop m happv^r regions 
and doaoi^ genial iolixnas/ 

'^^He would, iQO ^f QQnt^^9iy9 pf^- 
haps/* aaid (tba iCommod^^ wif^ fii 
ydiiememee tm<^c^d witb irr<^pinessible 
indigftadon^ ^\ ^aidiQaMQur to /*^ejen[i A\jifi 
folly and JiegUgfijifip ^f Wf .w^q^t^ r-s, 
wveillt {his pat^iaial d^mms^ &9i» 'the 
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grasp of frauds or re-purchase it from 
the gripe of sordidness ; he would then 
raise its fallefn towers, reclaim its neg- 
lected soil, cherish the Qiiserable popu- 
lation, and expiate the violence and 
rapacity by which his distant fore- 
fathers obtained this still beautiful ter- 
ritory, by a constant and beneficial resi- 
dence ih the land whence he draws, his^ 
support and existence*** 

^^ You know but little of Calista, ' '' rcw 
plied De Vere^ smiling significantly — 
^^you know but little of Lord Adelm 
Fitzadelm."^ 

*^Wlto is he?** asked the Commo- 
dore, quickly. 

^^ Why, the only broAer of the pre- 
sent Marquis of I)anore,heir presumptivac 
of hib title and possessions: nojt to know 
him would argue yourself unknown*'* 

^^ Oh feme,** said the Commodore^ 
with the tone of sudden recollection,, 
^ I have heard of 3Uch a person/* 

" I suppose so/* was the dry reply^ 



I 
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" Owny now joined them with the in- 
formation that the house was to be 
seen, and that it was inhabited by an 
old housekeeper^ a follower of the 
Crawley family, nick-named Protestant 
Moll, the • diviVs own saint,' one be 
had often heard of, but never seen, and 
so called in regard of her having once 
been a great Papist and a Foteen,^ and 
having afterwards become a hcdger, 
(that's, a turn-coat), and was made a 
kiln-dried Protestant, by Miss Crawley, 

. a great preacher, and sister tathc Port- 
rieve of Dunore, Torney Crawley, Esq. 
/a raal slave dHver, tliat had* many a 
poor man's sowl to answer for. While 
be spoke, he was vainly applying a 
stone to the folding doors of the great 
entrance (for the knocker was off), aqd 
at last Went round to the rear of the 

. building, in search of a more easy in* 
gress. In a few minutes his head ap- 
^ared through one of the front win- 
dows; and assuring the gentlemen he 



•*■•■ 



 Devotee. 



mm 



aaS FtOHSNGE MAC AftTHY* 

would be down in a cracky and open the 
hall door for them^ he indulged himsdf 
m a momentary view of the surrounding 
scene. He soon^ however^ descended^ 
and was heard unbarrii^ the long- 
dosed portals^ which slowly opened to 
admit the strange^. A most capacious 
hall of black marhfe discovered on 
either side several doors, half p^nndted ; 
a superb, but dismantled staircase, in 
the centre, branched off iirto a corridor^ 
which surrounded the hall, and a{^ar* 
ed to lead to different apartments. The 
rafbers had in many places fallen ki ; 
and the plaister of the stiU x^umiUing 
ceiling lay in heaps up6n the floor. 

This minoAis and melancholy appeaor- 
ance gave peculiar force to a motto in 
:gcdd letters over the folding doois of a 
private Ttfaeatne, which opened into die 
Mft side of the ludL The moto was 
^^Xau^ 'while we can." 

^ Laugh while we<€aa'!" repeated tfaje 
CJommodore^ with ajshrug, that wasal* 
most a shudder. ^ 
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'^Oh^ its delicious^'* observed De 
Vtre^ ironically, ^ a thing to moralise 
A song withall/' 

'' Why then, its little of tf them gets 
now that put it up there, why! that's 
now, Ood help them, in a place where 
there's no laughing, but we^ng, and 
wailing, and gnashing of teeth/' 

The strangers turned roimd at this 
•un^pected address, but not unknown 
accent, and beheld Mrs. Magillicuddy 
dose behind them. 

*' l%is is the hous^eep^, who will 
^^lew y^our l^nors the place," said 
Owiiy,aifid tlien retired to look after his 
Jmhms. De Vere diew back many 
spaces from the irigfatfiil phantom ^hm 
fttiagaMtion. The Commodope stood 
ismprised, and «ome<faing amused at the 
«fiedt wliich this suddep spparilion pro- 
duced tm his<x>mpani€«L. Mrs. iMUi^ffii-* 
^c^ddy, wtiose face w«s pio^ i/vrapped 
up in a worsted stocking, and who was 
"CfideaTOuring to koep a Iwown pi^r 
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" I understand," said the Commo- 
dore, "that this old mansion, with a few 
acres of the ancient demesne, is to be 
sold, and I wish to examine the pre- 
mises, before I apply for the terms to 
Mr. Crawley, to whose seat I am now 
proceeding.** *^ As to the house," said 
Mrs. Magiilicuddy, " it is an house of 
clay now;'' and she waddled before 
them towards the theatre, the door of 
which she threw open. *^ An house of 
clmfy whose foundation is in the dust, 
and which is crushed before the moth. 
JTiere /-^there's the deviTs tabemacU*' 

Curiosity now got the better of pre- 
judice ; and Mr. De Vere approached 
to examine this monument df former 
dissipation and refinement, in scenes so 
inappropriate to its site. Most of the 
decorations, and nearly all the seats 
and scenery, had been removed. But 
fragments of scarlet cloth remained 
upon a bench, which had not been 
taken away. A cut wood scene still 
occupied the stage; and some omar^ 
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mental painting and gilding were visible 
on the ceiling and cornice. 

" This was a box fitted up for the 
.JU>rd Lieutenant^'' said Mrs. Magilli- 
cuddy^ seating herself on the solitary 
bendi ; ^^ and when the inshop's lady 
cuti^ here to see me^ after my wcmder* 
^l conversion (and it was Miss Crawley 
thut delivered me from the workings of 
iniquity^) and found the Rev. Mr. Scard- 
'^m sitting with me in this veiy place^ 
(for he came to visit this benighted dis- 
trict^ and to take mniet his protectioii 
th^ perishing simiers of the hill country) 
«ays the bishop's htdy to me^ (for my ^ 
inversion made a great noise^ &t and 
near.) No^ sftys Mr. Scare'um to Miss 
Crawley^ it is curious to see^ says^ he^ by 
what great strides Molly Magillicuddy 
has made her way out of Babylon. tJpon 
which, the bishop's lady remarked^—.** 

*• I cannot stand this/' cried De V»e 
to the Commodore in Spanish. " I will 
walk down to the river, while you ex- 
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amine the house^ if you really think 
there is any thing worth seeing.*' 

Mrs. Magillicuddy now rose with sur- 
prising alertness^ and observed: ^' May 
be yez would like to see the ould 
family pictures which will go with the 
house^ being worth nothing now^ bai^ 
ring the frames^ the best being gone/' 

The Jhmih/ pictures seemed to coun- 
teract the effect of even Mrs. MagiUi^ 
cuddy's egotistical jargon^ who seemed 
to trade upon the history of her conver- 
sion^ and to suppose^ with pious vanity^ 
that it interested her auditors ds much 
as herself. The gentleman followed 
her up the hall^ while she continued her 
recital with '^ Sp, as I was saying, the 
bishop's lady, thinking me a miracle of 
^race (though, lord help me, I was then 
but a babe in knowledge, never having 
listened hardly to Mr. Scare'um, nor 
lived with the sarious), she says to me, 
* Molly says she " 

^* This is a curious apartment," inter- 
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rupted the Commodore, as he threw 
open the door of the room, which Mrs. 
Magillicuddy announced asr the pre- 
sence chamber. 

" Aye, curish enough!" said she» 
" Here it was that royal idolater, James 
the Second, held a court in his way 
through Munster, and was attended by 
all the papist lords, the * recusants,* 
as Miss Crawley- tells me. Oh ! she*s 
a great scholar; and was here in her 
way to DuUin just afore I went to. 
England for that legacy left me by the^ ' 
pious Mr. Scare 'um two months ago— 
for the Fitzadelms,** she continued in' 
her digi^ssive wiay, ^^ was then Romans 
themselves; until, by abandoning the 
scarlet lady of Babylon, they se- 
cured their lands and rights ; and the 
king, when he looked out at this 
window (called the king's casement 
ever since), started back, wondering, 
much at the great hight of the house 
aboVe the riven" 
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She threw open the window as she 
spoke; and the precipitous dedivitf 
hqneath seemed to justify the royal as^ 
tonishment* But the st^ung^rs were 
little attracted by the bdd and beauti- 
fill views without, nor by the fine friezes 
withiUj which were painted by the Fran* 
chinis, two Italian artists, who vinted 
Ireland a century back^ and were em* 
ployed in ornamenting its noble man- 
sions: the few pictures, which moul- 
dered in their tarnished frames, .upon the 
oaken wainscot, iseemed to fix their 
most earnest i^ttention. They were 
auiprised to find the greater nuxnber to 
be portraits of the most eminent cha- 
racters of Charles the Second's court. 
. The beauties, the wits^ and the war- 

I ^ I  I .... I I I [ I I ,  I I I I. II  ^ . ,1.  . I . _ . ; _ J  I 1 . I . 

* A rimibur apairtQieiit aad window «,re sb^wa 
at Idsmore Castle^ one of the Duke of DeTon. 
shire's scats, as distinguished for its romantic 
beauty, as the inhabitants of Its immediate neigh.. 
bowhood are for their eourtesj, degance, and 
hospitality. * 
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now of that day, were in a large pro- 
portion Irish ; and while the pictures of 
the Hamiltons, the Butlers, the Vil- 
larses, the Pitzgeralds, the Talbots> the 
Muskerries, the Taafes, the Bongons, 
and the Burkes, are sketched for im- 
mortality in the delightful Memoires de 
Grammont, their less durable portraits 
by Lilly and Kneller have been copied 
ad infinitum^ in Ireland, and are still to 
be found in many of the deserted man- 
sions of the long-absent great. Many 
of these faded representatives of all that 
was once lovely and animated lay. upon 
the ground ; and the dilletante traveller 
soon detected ^^ la plus jolie taille du 

^ Some by Sooillard, a French artist, brongfat 
to Ireland by Lord Muftkerry, to paint his castle 
«f Liznaw^ in Munster, after the cartoons of 
Baphael ; other* by Gandy, vho came over with 
his patron, the great DiUbe t>f Ormond, and who 
seems to have furnished half the great houses in 
Mnnster with the royal harem ; and ioany also 

by inferior and nameless artists. 

< 1 
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monde" of the coquettish Countess of 
Chesterfield,* stopping a broken win- 
dow. " La Muskeriy-j" faite comme la 
plupart des riches heritieres,*' skreen- 
ing out the ungrated hearth of a capa- 
cious chimney-piece; while the fair 
Hamilton^ *^ grande et gracieuse dans 
les moindres de ses mouvements," hung 
in a most maudlin state out of her 
frame; and " la belle Stewart," lay un- 
distinguished in a corner, with " la 
blonde Blague," now literally " plus 
jaune.quun coing.** 

" And. are the§e pictures to go with 
the rest of the premises?", asked the 
Commodore. 

" Its littlfe matter where* they go,** 
i«tumedMrs. Magillicuddy, indignantly, 

*— — ^P^Mi^fci— — ^■■^— — ^ I ■' I  I ■!  l [ I I I > I , i^— i^— ^— p^— ^^ 

% . 

f 

* Lady Elizabeth Butler, daagbter of the 
Duke of Oraiond, and second wife of th« Earl of 
Chesterfield: she died 1666* ' 

f Lady Margaret Burke, daughter and heiress 
of Uiic Burke, fifth Earl of Cianrickard, wife t« 
Charles Lord Muskej^ry. 
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^ or if they went with them they 
liken:— a parcel of rakes and harlots! as 
Miss Crawley tells me; th^y are paying 
for their scarlet and fine linen now^ I 
warrant ; Jhr they that plough iniquity, 
and sow wickedness, reap the same* 
Fie upon such shameless Jezebels ! say 
I, who look full of nought but worldly 
vanity and fleshly ease/' 

^^ Fleshly ease, indeed 1" repeated 
De Vere, gazing earnestly updn the pic- 
ture of the beautiful Duchess of Cleve^ 
land.* ^^ There is something in- the 
swimming eyes and thick lips of the 



* Lady Barbara VillierS) daughter and heiress 
of William Villiers, Lord Grandison : she was a 
native of the scenes here described, and spent 
the innoceRt and early part of her life in her fa« 
iher's castle of Dromana, on the lovely banks of 
the black water. She was afterwards consigned 
to immortal infamy as the mistress of Charles 
the Second, under the titles of Countess of Cas. 
tlemaln and Duchess of Cleveland. Part of tho 
summer of iai7 was delightfully spent hj tim 
author amidst these delicious scenes, 

VOL. I* It 
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totalities of tho06tim€s^a<^arming^m« 
idea*d sameness of physiognomy, &al 
is now lost ih the female face/' 

^^ Mental cultivati<m most diversifieft 
<Sie countenance,'' replied the Commo- 
dore. ^ In barbarous nations there is 
but one physiognomy for a tribe : where 
there is little intellect, there can be but 
little variety of expression/' 

'^ I hate intellect in women,'^ saidD^ 
Vere ; *^ and what is most delicious in 
theiiarem of that happy satrap, Charles, 
is, that they all look such pretty idiots^ 
so fond and foolish, as if they were 
of that sect which once flourished in 
Spain, the Embevecidos^ whose life and 
faith were made up of love/' 

^^ Love, indeed I love ! when hearts 
were purchased with French ribbons; 
and perfumed gloves went on successful 
embassies to ladies* affections. Ohi 
trust me, your royal satraps have more 
of laziness than of love in their engage* 
ments; and nothing is further from 
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passion than ilieir idle aaunteriags ^im 
ladies* chambers.'^ 

^' Tis all abominatioa! all vanity and 
vexation of spirit!" aaid Mrs. Ma^Uir 
cuddy^ interrupting the C<mnn.odore^ iOp 
dignantly. ^^ I didn't think «o anc<^ 
God help me ! For I walked in utter 
darkness till I was thirty; and did not 
wrestle with the fndd one^ till I wai^ 
forty good. My conversion made a 
a great noise far and near. The bishops 
lady came to me, aijid said ** 

Mr. De Vere was -again retreating, 
when the old woman hobbled to |t 
Joor at the further ^idof the apartment, 
and throwing it open, said, ^^ There^ 
that's the ^awingf-room ;'^ tbenflin^g 
herself upcm a broken chair, the only ar^ 
tide of furniture in the ro<nn, except an 
antique japanned chest, she continued^ 
pointing t6 two pictures— ^^ There, gen.- 
tlemen^ there are the pieturea c^ the 
two Inxythers ; that is half brothers by 
bloody but whole brothers in iniquity^ 

I. 2 
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I always took the dark one in robes to 
be the Prince of Orange, and the red- 
headed one to be the Pretender, till Miss 
Crawley, when she came here for the 
Indy cabinet, informed me that they 
were the two last Lord Fitzadelms, the 
Dhu and the Ruadg, the black and the 
red. Well, that's all that remains of 
them now: the oiild one had a fine lob 
of them both. He that would have 
wrestled for their salvation was not 
walking this benighted country when 
they w^re in it; and so they were left to 
go to the devil their own way, why!'* 

During this charitable speech th^ 
eyes of the travellers were fixed upon the 
pictures, pointed out by their pious ^ 
Cicerone. The elder brother stood in 
his parliamentary robes, by a table, on 
which his coronet was placed : his coun* 
tenance expressed haughtiness, some- 
thing mingled with indecision; and 
traces of wild ill-regulated passions, con- 
trasted with a look of feebleness ani 
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dependence^ gave indication of a mind 
endowed with some natural strength of 
character, but which had been spoiled 
by circumstances and education ; as if 
the natural force^ which might have 
gone to the strengthening of his in- 
tellect, served but to irritate his pas- 
sions and temper. He was of a dark 
and saturnine complexion ; but intem- 
perance had so bloated his features^ 
and impurpled his naturally sallow 
hue, that the beauty, for which he 
had once been celebrated, even the 
painter's art could scarcely recal. This 
picture was done, by the date, above 
thirty years back : the name of the ar* 
tist was so obscure,^ and the execution 
so inferior, that it was probably the 
effort of some itinerant painter, who 
worked by the square foot. 

The younger brother, was a true Geral- 
dine in colouring and feature; the light 
curled golden hair, the full blue eye, 
imd fair complexion, which distinguishr 

l3 
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cd almost erery branch of that illustri- 
ous family^ particularly the southern 
Geraldines: but there was an expression 
of licentiousness and cunning mingled 
in the countenance of Gerald F^tzadelm^ 
whidi belonged not to the physiogno- 
my of his family: he had a foreign air, 
was habited in a Venetian domino^ and 
held a black mask so near his face, 
that he seemed but in the very act of 
removing it: the picture was dated 
Venice; the name of the artist was 
Italian; and a label hanging from it> 
with orders how it was to be laid in the 
case, which was placed near it, indi«* 
eated that it was about to be removed. 
On the case, in l^rge letters, was paint-> 
ed '^ For the most noble the Marchioness 
Dowager of Dunore, Dunore Castle.** 
"Aye/* said Mrs. Ma^llicuddy, 
reading this address, " aye, to the Mar* 
chioness Dowager: well, careful as sh« 
is of the picture, its little she valued 
the reality, why! Its from her,^ they 



say^ the maHness got into the Fitzadkfaa 
femity. For till the Baroit Gerald 
married that hoity-toity English woniai^ 
(though, as I'm tould, they were foolish 
enough, and wicked enough beiwc) 
none of them was ever lunatic^ until 
the two young lords, her sons, went 
mad lately.** 

. ' ''What, Uik madr asked the Com* 

modore; while his companion turned 
round, and fixed his eyes with, a v^rj 
singular expression on the narrator, 

*' Aye, Sir, both as mad as March 
hares: the eldest being mad by natitre, 
and Mother chap, ixom, pride^ why! Bat 
shure the sins of the fathers must be 
visited on the childei^ as Miss Crawley 
says; qffUctian corned not forth cfthe 
dust, neither doth trouble come out of 
the ground, why ! Hiere is the young 
Marquis in a madhouse, and there is 
Lord Adelm Fitzadelm, his brother, 

I wandering the. worid wide, they say,- 

looking for something, he does'nt know 

L 4 
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what, like a prince in a stoiybook; 
while his mother, the oUld policizin^ 
Marchioness, is setting him up for the 
borough of Glannacrime, here. But, 
mark my words, she needn t trouble 
herself; it isn't himself will get it, with 
the Fitzadelm name, and the Dunora 
interest to boot.^ 

*^ No ?'* said the younger traveller,^ for 
the first time addressing this formidable 
person. 

^^ No, Sir, its meat for his l)etteni^ 
why/' 

*^ Indeed!" returned De Verc, with 
an ironical laugh ; ^^ and who may they 
be pray?" 

''^Counsellor Con is, dear,'' said Mrs^ 
Magillicuddy, coming up close to him^ 
with an air of confidential familiarity, 
while he retreated before her advances : 
^^ that's Counsellor Conway Townsend 
Crawley, nephew to Miss Crawley, and 
•on to the Portrieve of Ikinore. Och ! 
that's die young man will proqperi why t 
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Mark my words, and you'll see them 
come to pass yet.*' 

This was. said with an oracular nod 
of the head, and peculiar emphasis- c^ 
voice: but the countenance of Mrs* 
Magillicuddy gave no superadded force 
to her prophetic words. It was indeed 
pretty well concealed by her broad 
brimmed hat, her green spectacles, the 
worsted stocking bound round her 
rheumatic jaw, and the wet brown 
^ paper, that covered her broken nose. 
While this short dialogue was carrying 
on, the eyes of the Commodore were 
glancing rapidly from the features of 
the late baron, to the face tmd figure 
of his young companion; but when De 
Vere turned round to him, he abruptly 
averted them, and took up a parchment 
label, which hung from one of the 
massive brass handles of the antiquated 
japan chest: the inscription on it was 
curious, and ran as follows: " This tra- 
veiling chest was presented by his most 
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•acred Majesty Charles the Second^ td 
Barbara^ Duchess of Cleveland, who 
bequeathed it at her death in 169I to 
ker kinswoman, die Lady Geraldine 
Fit2adelm: she married in 1701 Hio^ 
mas. Marquis of Dunore, her uterine 
cousin; and died, learihg issue an only 
daughter, 1730.'^ 

* I wonder this most valuable relic is 
suflered to remain here," observed th« 
Commodore. 

"Och,** said Mrs. Ma^Uicuddy, who 
seemed aB care and eye to eveiy thing 
thiat was said and looked, ** och, when 
every thihg went to sixes and sevens^ 
why } and all was ruination, the Black 
"B^nron dying in a garret in Dublin, and 
his brother that came to the title, abroad, 
it was little regard was paid to the likes 
of that. But it is now to go* by favour 
of Mr. Crawley, who owns aS, to Drni^ 
tQre> as a present to the Marchioness^ 
whenever she comes over: there^s the 
matting to padt it. They «ay ?it ww 



in it^ , th&t was foimd the family imt, 
which proTed iJM rianed Fitzaddma to 
be the h^rs ia the female line, in i^ 
f$xdt of male issue, to the title aai 
estate of Dunore; and to this dvy there 
is some curious papers in it. Perhaps, 
gafitlemen, yes would hke to see them^ 

^^Oh very muchr was the instantane- 
Qus reply of both. Mrs. Magillicuddy 
now foraged to the very bottom qt her 
eapaciou^ pockets for the keys, cryii^9 

^^ Weary on them, for keys, they are 
always missing when wanting;." then 
suddenly recollecting ^he had hung them 
m ft doset, she scuded off to &teh theni. 

The strangers again turned their ofah 
serration to the portraits of the Lords 
Fkzadebp : but Mrs. Magflltcuddy bad 
beafi scarcely more than two or three 
minutes gone, when a female voice, with 
all the flute*like sweetness, of the tones 
Qfyouth, breathed a few di^ m^eh* 
dious notes en their ear, as if some 
•luifui QuiaicaR was running a pcaiitsiire 
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division^ with equal taste and judgments 
Imt the sounds^ prolonged for a minute 
or two, were* as abruptly dropped a« 
beguuy and all was silence. The rude 
war-<5ry of the Fitzadelms, or the howl 
of the long extirpated Irish wolf^ would 
have excited less amazement in the 
minds of the auditors^ than these sweet 
and most musical strains. By their ex- 
pressive looks, they seemed almost to 
doubt their own senses ; and ihey r<l-> 
mained for a considerable time silent, 
and in the attitude of eager and expect^ 
ing attention. Nearly a quarter of an 
hour thus elapsed, yet all remained 
silent. 

^ IMd ever mortal mixture of earth'i^ 
mould breathe forth rach : sweet en- 
chanting harmony ?'* asked De Vere, 
entranced. 

^' It seemed to tojfie in a direct line 
behind that frs^ment of tapestry,*' 
observed the Cominodore ; and he im* 
mediately raised the remains of what 



t>nte had been a handsome specimen of 
the Gobelin manufacture. It had^ con^ 
cealed^ a small iron door^ above vf hich 
was written, ** Evidence chamber/' 
The strangers both looked alternately, 
and for a considerable time, through 
the spacious key-hole, and discovered a 
small rude chamber, dimly lighled by 
aloop^hok, and jperfectly empty. After 
aome time,, they lool^ed out of the nrin- 
dowywhichMrs.M agillicuddy had called 
King James's, and found that this Eri* 
dence Chamber formed part of the ori- 
ginal building called Desmond's tower. 
Their joint thought was to. leap out of 
the window, and to examine this tower, 
which appeared. to lie open, and to b^ 
partly in ruins. But the steepness of 
the. rocks rendered such an attempt im- 
possible. 

The shortest and surest way to dis- 
cover the mystery (for a mystery of the 
most romantic nature it was asserted to 
be by De Vere)^ wjts to make inquiries 
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of the old housekeeper relative to the 
songstress c^ these ruined towers. But 
Mrs. Magillicuddy^ though twenly mi* 
nutes had elapsed^ had not returned; 
and when they went to seek her^ to 
their amazement and constimiation, they 
found the door locked or bolted^ and 
beyond their power to opien or force. 
De Vere threw himself on the broken 
chair . lately occupied by the houses- 
keeper, in an ecstasy of emotion ; his 
companion, on the ^ontrary^ displeased^ 
annoyed^ and irritated, as mudi as astOi> 
nished, sought round the room for some 
mode <^ egress, in impatience and peft- 
turbation. A door on one »de opened 
into a dark closet : two windows oppo^ 
site to the king^s casement he tried mtk 
consicbrable strength; but they were 
nailed down. A third, more manageable^ 
was opened with difficulty; for the pul- 
lies were broken. It was, howev^ 
opened, and supported by abroken pio- 
^6ir&-£came. It commuoicated wil^i one 
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of the mined terraces hanging over the 
rirer, and cut - out of the rock. The 
hight^ which was inconsiderable^ wsui 
easily cleared ; but the way to the front 
of ih6 house was intricate^ and not 
easily found. The narrow, irregular 
path was choaked with briars^ with the 
stumps of old trees recently cut down^ 
and lying at full lengthy and vnih frag- 
ments of the original ruined buildings 
iirhich had fallen in abundance. 

As they proceeded through the en^ ^ 
tangled screen of underwood and brienf^ 
they caught a view of a man seated lA 
a cot ,{6), on the river near a saluK^ 
Weir; whose curious construction^ with 
Ihe picturesque appearance of the pa- 
tient fisherman him^lfj would at any 
other time have attiracted their atteiie 
tioD. It was now^ however^ chiefly 
given to their obstructed and difficult 
psdv»way^ by which they at last reached 
the inmt of this irregular aad stupettd- 
eus mauloiL 



\ 
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To their increased ^mazement^ they 
fdUnd the hall-door again barred' up. 
Every mode of ingress seemed closed, 
as when they had first approached it. 
Their chaise and its driver had alike 
disappeared ; and the little Kerry horse, 
with the Commodore's valise strapped 
on his back, was fastened to a tree, and 
stood peaceably grazing within the 
length of his bridle ; while the port- 
'mauteau of De Vere was placed near it, 
on a clump of rOck. 

The travellers remained for a moment 
looking at each other in silence; tillDe 
Vere burst into a fit of laughter, nothing 
less than the ebidlitioii of gaiety. It 
was almost hysterical, aiid the pure 
effect of over-excitement : when it had 
in some degree subsided, he said— 

'^ So, this is indeed the delightiul 
' land of faery/ which Spencer has de- 
scribed, in which he wrote, in which 
he was inspired.^-* Here his Gloriana 
seems still to fling about her spells ; and 
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new adventures appear in ready pre- 
paration for other Sir Calidores and Sit 
Tristrams, than those of his creation.'' 

^[ Had vfe not better," said the Com- 
modore, who for the moment was 
stunned by the event, which, though 
iaot of superhuman agency, appeared in 
his mind scarcely less comprehensible ; — 
^^ had we not better go to the porter s 
lodge, and make some inquiries there ?'* 

^^ Oh ! certainly. But you must not . 
be surprised if the lodge, the portress^ 
and the idiot, are all vanished, together 
with Mrs. Magillicuddy, Mr. Owny^ 
and the chaise and horses." 

The Ipdge, the portress, and the 
idiot, remained, however, as they left 
them. The old woman was seated up«^ 
tight \n her wretched bed, with a red 
petticoat over her shoulders, and em- 
ployed in knitting. To the repeated 
questions of the travellers, she replied 
<^ Nil gaeliga," I have no . English.* 

* Literallf) the language of the strangt- r» 
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Nor could either of them obtain the least 
informatioii from her. Eith^ she did 
not^ or would not understand them* 
The idiot^ when they ^proadied her^ 
laughed and fled. 

Hopeless of information, they walked 
back to the spot where the horse tad 
th^r light luggage had been left. Tbey 
]re-examined the exterior of the house ; 
they went round to the postern door by 
which the driver had entered, and which 
with some difficulty they discovered: it 
was padlocked on the outside; and to 
their repeated knocks the echoes of the 
sound alone were returned. There was 
something peculiarly singular, and al- 
most laughably pantomimic in this ad- 
venture, which amused, though almost 
provoked the Commodore ; while it de- 
fied conjecture to deteet the cause of its 
occurrence. He had reason to believe 
that his name, person, and very existence, 
were unknown in Ireland; yet the 
league of the old woman and driver 
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tcmld not be without object^ nor the 
whole event without motive: it wa» 
evidently unconnected with iny sordid 
w dishonest view. The housekeepet 
had not been remunerated for her troU'- 
ble^ nor the driver for his horses or at-« 
tendance. Rapid in his silent cogita« 
tions^ and quick in his decisions, he at 
once determined that the object of this 
fardcdi embrogleo was the fanciful und 
accomplished ideologist, with whom he 
wsuB accidentally connected ; * and giv- 
ing further conjecture to the winds, 
afler a few minutes reverie, he proposed 
that they should hail the fisherman at 
the weir, ei^age hini to convey the 
youi^er traveller down the river, as 
near as he could to Doivsraile or Butte? 
vant ; for himself, as the day advanc- 
ed, and time pressed, he determined 
to mount his Kerry steed, and proceed 
by the mountain route, he had obtained 
firom Owny, to Dunore« 
To all these arrangements De Vere 
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jpassively assented; and while the Com* 
modore, with the activity of boyhood, 
bounded down the precipitous rocks to 
beckon the fisherman towards the shore, 
his companion, with folded arms, and 
eyes fixed upon vacuity, stood the 
image of one, in whom 

^^ Fttnction is smothered in surprise, 
And nothing is but what is not.'' 

The events of his journey had cora^ 
bined themselves in his mind under 
the influence of the most morbid imagi- 
nation, and the most inordinate amour- 
propre. His vanity and his fancy had 
worked out a series of associations and 
conjectures most favourable to the cha- 
racter of both. Every event, every ob- 
ject, however unimportant in itself, was 
|)y him wrought into a miracle, or me- 
ditated into a mystery, through the me- 
dium of his singularly Organized mind : 
*^from trifles, light as air,** he had the un- 
happy power of constructing fabrications 
of ideal pain and pleasure,'of flattering or 
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fnortifying importance ; which reddered 
him the victim of delusion^ and covered 
the prosperous realities of his life with 
shadows^ alike illusory and unsubstantial. 
The perverseness of his journey from 
Dublin^ the counteraction of his inten- 
tions with respect to his route, the im- 
pish laugh in the ruins of Holy-cross^ 
his unintentional visit to Court Fitz- 
adelm^ the invisible musician of the 
Evidence Chamber, his reiterated coUp- 
tact with the formidable Mrs. Mi^Ili- 
cuddy, the youthful figure of the female 
associated with her at Lis-na-sleugh, the 
masquerading mystery of the driver, 
and, above all, the league evidently sub* 
sisting between the old woman and 
Owny, and their sudden disappearance 
from Court Fitzadelm, unremunerated 
for their respective services, all these 
incidents, so strange, so unexpected, 
combined themselves in his medita* 
tions, till he believed himself caught in a 
thraldom, like that, ^^ Dove in dolct 
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prigione Rinaldo stasai,"* the object jof 
6ome deep-laid project^ of some nv 
mantle design^ in whieh there would be 
little to nuHtify hi9 vanity or to disap** 
point his fedlings. . The scaies he now 
inhabited were to him all faiiy-land^ 
ttnd he believed that the Armida was 
not &r distant^ whose 

^^ Teneri sdegni, e placide e tranquille 
Repulse, cari rezzi, et iiete pact 
Sorriii, pareletti,'* 

were to compensate to him for the dis« 
gusting agents she had employed in 
her service^ and who had by no means 
^* done their spiriting gently.*' 

He had resolved^ in his own mind^ 
to take up his residence in some town 
or village in the neighbourhood of the 
Courts and there await the issue of an 
iadventure^ of which he alone could be 
the object Notwithstanding his very 
ardent admiration for his compagnon 
de voyage; the personal distinction^ and 
almost heroical ca^t of character and 



physiognomjrof the ^Ktraordinaiy stnm^ 
ger^ it ne^er once suggested itself that 
he also might have had some shart in 
this extraordinary event. He was alone 
the hero of his own thoughts; and^ with 
the faypochondriaical egotism of Rous* 
seau^ he believed himself an object of 
occupation, of amity or enmity to tfa^ 
whole world. 

This train of thought was, however, 
soon hnd^en, by the return of the Com* 
tnodor^, followed by the fisbenpan, who 
took charge of his valise, and stowed rt 
in his little boat. He had aigaged to 
row the younger traveller down the 
river, to its confluence with the Avon* 
beg, which ran by Doneraile, ^nd 
which was the oft celebrated MuUa c^ 
Spencer, where 

> 

'* On each willow hung a mase's lyre." 

But the curiosity and interest excited 
hy Kilcoleman, the Mole, and the MuUa, 
were now absorbed in feelings of a pro- 
Tounder emotion; and his approximation 
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to the shrine of his pilgrimage no longer 
awakened transports in the mind of the 
fanciful pilgrim. As the travellers 
walked together to the river!s side, the 
elder observed, ^^ I have been making 
inquiries from the fisherman; and it 
appears that an old woman, who had 
the epithet ofprotestant Moll^ and kept 
the mansion, where there is nothing 
to tempt to depredation, has been d^ad 
Jfor some weeks. The house is unoccu* 
pied, spid the approach by which we 
entered is the least frequ^ted, there 
being several others, all open : Mrs. 
Magillicuddy is, therefore, some Ariel 
^ correspondent to command/ of a con^ 
cealed Prospero,*' 

" Ariel !" reiterated De Vere ; " the 
foul witch Sycorax, rather/* 

^^.Now, plaze your honor/* said the 
boatman, as he drew up his^boat dose 
to a ruin, which he called the batteiy. 
With some difficulty De Vere was 
placed in the cot;^ which was one of the 



FLORENCE MACARTHY. 241 

smallest construction known by that 
name. The boatman, with his spoon- 
shaped paddle fixed against a jutting 
rock^ for a paint (Tapptd, was pushing 
off from the muddy shore; the figure 
of the Commodore was thrown into 
muscular exertion, in endeavouring to 
assist) and the cot was just afloat, as 
he seized the extended hand of his un- 
known fellow-traveller. 

" We parti** said De Vere, in a tone 
of emotion, "almost as w? met.** 

" Almost,** r^Ued the Commodore, 
returning the strong pressure of his 
h^nd, with a grasp still stronger, but 
-in a tone not firmer. 

" Farewell, farewell !** rqpeated De 
Verie, as the boat cleared the banks; and 
he moved his hat, with an air oPalmost 
affectionate respcQt, half repressed by 
habitual apathy. 

"Farewell!** returned the Commodore, 
with a mingled expression of courteous- 
ness and cordiality, returning the salute. 

VOL. 1. M 
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The little bark glided into the centre 
of the sunny stream. He whom it left 
behind in scenes iso dreary ascended 
the point of a rock, which commanded 
the winding of the river : his eye pur- 
sued the cot^ as its paddles threw up 
the sparkling waters, and as it appeared 
and disappeared amongst the projecting 
cliffs, or glided under the shady alders, 
which fringe the lovely shores of the Avon- 
Fionne. It soon became a black speck in 
the water, and finally disappeared in a 
bend of the river. The Commodore, with 
a short involuntaiy sigh, turned away 
his dazzled gaze. The gloomy, desolate 
demesne of Court Fitzadelm spread 
around him,-^he the sole occupant. 
*^ Alone !" he exclaimed aloud,-^'^ once 
more alone, and where ?^ He glanced 
eagerly, anxiously, almost wildly round 
him. His respiration was short: emo-^ 
tions, long repressed, seemed to find 
vent: he threw up his eyes to heaven, 
and clasped his hands, almost convul- 
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sively: years aud scenes of distance 
and remoteness passed, in thick coming 
visions^ before his memory; then by a 
sudden effort of volition^ as One 

^^ Not framed) qpon the torture of the mind 
To lie in restless ecstasy,*^ 

he changed at once his mood of thought, 
and elevated position, and descending 
rapidly from the rock^ sprung upon his 
horse, ^loped towards the dismantled 
park wall, cleared it at a leap, and pro-- 
ceeded on his way to the Peninsula of 
Dunore. 

Whatever was the mission of this 
mysterious visitant, tot a country for 
which he evinced so deep an interest, 
he seemed to forbid time's anticipations 
of his views; and in all things, and 
upon all occasions, appeared habitually 
to act as one who thomght 

<^The fttghij purpose never is o*ertook, 
Unless the deed go with it*'* 
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CHAPTER V. 

I oe?er maj belieye these antique fables , 
These fairy toys. 

Midsummer^s Nights Dream* 

But I ha?e cause to pry into this pedant.*' 

Taming of the Shrew. 



The Commodore pursued his solitary- 
way to the peninsula of Duhore with as 
much rapidity as the nature of his 
mountainous road would admit. He 
had enquired the route both from the 
baccah and Ihi' driver; and to their 
various, and not always accordant in- 
structions, clearly arranged in his me- 
mory, he added his own judgment, and 
such information as he could occasionally 
glean from the passengers he accident- 
ally>met.* These^ however, were few; 

* [n Ireland, it is extremely difficult, to learn 
either th^ way or the distance, in performing a 
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for as he proceeded among the moun- 
tains^ by ix>ads only passable during the 
autumn^ the population was so scanty, 
that m the course of many miles, s^mbled 
over by his admirable little steed^ he 
met only with thriee individuals ; a boy 
carrying a couple of chickens for sale to 
a distant market, a woman with a few 
hanks of yam, proceeding to the same 
rustic emporium, and a priest, bearing 
the viaticum to a dying penitent, whose 
temptations to err, amid scenes of such 
privation, could not have been very 
numerous. 

The priest courteously joined, ancl 
accompanied the lonely traveller on h^s 
route i and might have been deemed an 
acceptable Cicerone, in a region, whicl^^ 
however rude and savage, was xiot 

journej by the cross-roads, or moontain paths* 

4 

In remote places, it maj be jiterallj said, that 
^'the waj lengthens as we ^o,'* since every one, 
of whom inquiries are made, adds a mili^ or two 
* to the original distance. 

M 3 
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whojfy destituteof something like classic 
interest. In the dialect and accent of 
the province, intermingled with a few 
French and a few JLatin words^ he 
pointed out, here a Cromlech, and there 
a caime, a Danish fort, Or a monastic 
rain, and added such scraps of anti* 
qilarian tradition, as are to be found, 
even in the remotest places in Ireland; 
where the superstition of the people 
lends implicit faith to all that \9 marked 
fey miracle, and their national vanity to 
all that is stamped with antiquity. The 
legend of St. Olan's cap was repeated, 
as a distant view was caught of St. Olan s 
abbey. Its miraculous efficacy, still 
acknowledged by the peasantry, and 
♦he belief of its having returned of itself 
^o the spot from whence it had been re- 
moved (though composed of an im- 
^mense hollow stone), was circumstan- 
tially recorded. One of the defile castles 
of the great Macarthies, called The 
Fairy's Rock, or Carig-n^*Souky, was 



FLORENCE MACARTHY. 24^ 

pointed out, in the distance, on th^ 
summit of a cliff, which hung above^^he 
ravine it guarded. The ruins of St. 
Gobnate^s church, rather guessed at 
than clearly distinguished, introduced 
the legend of that fair saiiit, with the 
episode of the history of the. stone cross, 
still extant among its ruins^ where a 
far-famed rood of tlie Virgin was once 
kept, and where still a stone, fixed 
near it, in the earth, exhibits the im* 
pression of many a penitent pilgrim's 
bended knee. For the rest, the com- 
mtmicative and courteous priest gave the 
Commodore some excellent instructions 
as to hia. future route, and lamented 
that he had not taken a road, which, 
though more circuitous 4)y nearly a day^s 
journal, was far less intricate than the 
one he had chosen. This he asserted 
to be a bird's flight route from the north 
to the south of the county, a bridle* 
way or car-track, cut, time immemorial, 
by the mountaineers, for the purposes 

M 4 
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of rural economy^ and communicating 
among the neighbouring districts. 

At the conjunction of four of these 
mountain defiles^ marked by a large 
stone cross, placed over a holy-well, 
hung with ragged offerings, the priest 
departed, with a cordial benedicite and 
a bow, learned in his French college, 
some thirty years before, and not yet 
forgotten in the wild scenes, where his 
laborious and ill-requited calling placed 
hinu 

The traveller, again left alone, pro- 
ceeded by the direction of the priest to 
a little mountainous village, called the 
Town of the Beloved, in Irish, Bally-na- 
vouma. It was silent and solitary, and 
^emed to sleep in the noon-tide sun- 
shine, as if placed there only to form 
a pretty feature in the romantic scenery. 
Its inhabitants were all abroad, getting 
in their scanty harvest in a neighbouring 
valley. When the Commodore, after 
resting and bating his horse at a little 
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public house, lost sight of its moss* 
covered roofs and curling smoke, no 
further vestige of .human habitation 
cheered his sight for many hours. 
Meantime his road became every mo- 
ment more rugged, wild, and difficult. 
The extriatordinary instinct of the Httle 
animal upon which he was mounted, 
and which seemed as pecuharly or* 
ganized for the region it occupied, as 
the. camel for the desert, or. the rein-deer 
for the snpws of Lapland, excitedanad* 
miration not unmixed with gratitude and 
respect. The traveller,rather abandoning 
himself to its guidance, than attempting 
to direct its steps, fearlessly permit* 
ted it to climb among the rugged rocks, 
to skim over trembling bogs and 
sloughy morasses ; and it still preserved 
its pleasant ambling pace, where other 
horses would have sunk knee-deep, and 
was able to proceed where they would 
have perished. 

The sun was now hastening to its 
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goal; the few birds of prey whioh in- 
habit these elevated regions were re- 
turning to their eyries among l^e rocks. 
The traveller had still to '^eek the la»d«* 
marks which the priest had described as 
designating his descent to the Peninsula 
of Dunore. He indeed caught glimpses 
of the Atlantic ocean^ through the inter^ 
stices of the mountains ; but the even*- 
ing shadows were gathering in vapoury 
beneath his feet, as he descended, and 
yet he approached not the mountain's 
base. That he had missed his way, 
and might be benighted in a region so 
desolate, had suggested itself as a pos* 
sibiiity ; and he alighted for the purpose 
of ascending an high cliff, which seemed 
to command a vast extent of prospect, 
to ascertain his exact position. As he 
was in the act of fastening his horse's 
bridle to the stump of a fhrze bush, 
sounds, measured and mechanical, met 
his ear, and spoke of human proximity : 
they came from a little glen^ near whose 



FLOREKCE MACARXHY. S51 

entrance he stood, A narrow bridle* 
way^ leading thrpngh a d^p ravine^ 
presented itself: on the summit of ^ 
stupendous rock^ some fragments of a 
ruin Tere visible ; and benieath, . seated 
in a sort of dry dyke^ appeared a man 
occupied in scraping away with a sharp 
flint the lichens and mosses which in«: 
crusted a large angular stone^ in order 
to decypher an iQscription which be 
was endeavouring to copy. The cha* 
racters were Irish, and beneath ap« 
peared a translation^ in not very pure 
Latin, intimating that '^ near to this 

FI^ACS, at ItiS CASTILE OF MACAHTHY^ 
THE STRANGER WILL RECEIVE AN HXJN-* 
DREP THOUSAND WELCOMJES."* 

The person who was engaged in this 
ai^quariaa occupation was, so intent 
up<m his taskj that the approach of the 

Commodore waH unobserved ; who stood 

  , ■....,.  •   

* A similar ipscription was found in a ditch 
n«ar the mined castle of the Macswines in 
Munster. 
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gazing upon him with a look of sin- 
gular and marked expression^ as if he too 
was penetrating through the veil of time,' 
and gradually recalling traces, and de- 
cyphering lineaments, which its moul- 
dering finger had touched with decay, 
but not wholly defaced. There was atf 
emotion of tenderness softening his 
countenance, as he gazed, foreign to its 
habitual expresssion; and when, lean- 
hig forward, he read aloud the La- 
tini and added the comment of — " I 
believe there is a lalse coiicord in 

k 
' ».^ • 

that sentence,** his full, deep voice^ 
wanted its usual tone of firmnesd and 
decision. 

As he spoke, the flint dropped frpm 
the hand of the solitary sagey and 
he remained for a moment, in the^ 
,«aiotionless position of surprise, tinc- 
tured with apprehension; as if some 
'^ airy voice, that syllables men*s names,'* 

had suddenly addressed his unexpect* 
ing ear^ 
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The traveller saw the effect he had 
produced, and endeavoured to counter- 
act its consequences, by assuming a 
careless and familiar tone. 
' " I beg your pardon/' he said, " for 
this intrusion on your learned researches ; 
I am a stranger in this counb'y, and 
I fear have lost my way: I wish to 
reach the town of Dunore before night- 
fall,, and you will render me a service 
in pointing out to me the n^earest road/* 

This speech, evidently,, recalled .cou^, 
rage and confidence in him to whom, 
it Wias addressed ; .and he slowly arqse^ 
putting the flint into his pocket, a cofI^ 
into the ink<-hom pendent from his but<^ 
ton holcj and fastening a roll of paper 
and a pen into the cord of his hat^: 
while he repeated, 

'^A false concord! sure enough; a, 
stranger in the country T He ^as now. 
on his feet : the Commodore 4stood op-» 
posite to him, with his bsick to the 
setting sun^ his figure cutting darkly 
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against its brightness; his face and 
features in de^ shadow. The yellow 
light of the illuminated horizon bronzed 
the grotesque figure of him on whom 
he gazed. This person was of a low 
and clumsy stature; but^ though evi- 
dently passed the middle age of life^ 
was still strong and hale: the deep crim- 
son of health burned on his slightly 
furrowed cheek'; and his countenance 
gave indications of mingled simplicity 
and acut^i^ss. There was also a catain 
indescribaUe quaint^ solemn^ dogmas 
tizing importance in his look^ and a 
wandmng wildness in his eye, whicli 
were curiously and strongly contrasted; 
while his costume added to the charac- 
teristic peculiarity of his person. A 
very small wig of goat's hair surmount- 
ed a few thick, bushy grey locks, which 
curled round his short neck, for his 
shirt collar was thrown open ; and three 
coats of frize, of various colours, ex- 
cluded, like the cloak of the fabulist. 
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both wind and sun. As he how stood, 
afTecdng to button up these coats, one 
after the other, he was, in fact, earnestly 
engaged in endeavouring to make out 
the traveller s features, on which his eyes 
were intently fixed. 

"It*s long," he at lastobsisrved, ^^sincc 
your honor was in these partSi" 

'^ I never have been in this district 
before,*' was the reply. 

** Haven't you. Sir? then I renag^ 
my remark, and requist your honor's 
pardon. I'll shew you the way to Dun- 
ore. Sir. I'm going it every rood myself 
and lives a donny taste beyont it.? 

As he spoke, he shifted his position, 
with the intention of obtaining a better 
view of the stranger's face ; but appa- 
rently, in ordei" to draw forth a ragged 
colt from a rocky shed: the Commodore 
at the same moment shifted his, and 
led forward his Kerry steed. 

'^ Thatfs a reyal asturiokes,** observ- 
ed his new companion, *^and comes of a 



* Renage, refoke^ recall 
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breed of jennets brought over by tss 
from Spain, on oto way from Phoenicia: 
they are named Hobillers by Paulus 
Jovius, and Automates by Toumefort: 
they are of pace aisy, and in ambHng 
wondrous swift. Its Httle the English 
Edward would have done at the siege of 
Calais, but for them same. Irish Hoblers. 
Not that we were beholden to the likes 
of them ; having our war steeds and 
our chariots. 

^^ lofroenant alii curros aut corpora saUa 
Subjiciaot in cquos,"— — 

He was now mounted on the back 
of his own steed; and his eyes were 
turned, with a fixed look on the Com-* 
modore's marked profile, who rode 
with his head somewhat averted beside 
him : the view he thus obtained was 
dim and uncertain; but still it seemed 
to fix his attention: there was, as he 
gazed^ an uncertainty in his look ; a 
somethihg of slow, doubtful, vague 
recognition, as if the faint and indistinct 
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resemblance of some features^ once 
known^ croissed his apprehension ; now 
lost, now caught; detennined by a light, 
a shadow, a motion, and flitting as soon 
as seized. As they descended into the 
deepening twilight of the glen, the 
obscurity of half-forgotten traits thick- 
ened into darkness ; the clue of associa- 
tion was lost, and the hitherto silent 
spectator withdrew his eyes, with the 
simple observation, 

** I could swear upon my souFs save- 
tie, that I had seen your honor afore. 
Sir: I disremembers me where, but that 
Cometh of my memory, which faileth 
me for present things; forgetting by 
times that my own name is Terence 
Oge O'Leary, which is remarkable." 

"OXeary !'• re-echoed the Commo- 
dore, in a voice of almost boyish softness 
and extreme emotion. 

"Who , calls?" exclaimed OXeary, 
wildly, and suddenly checking his horse: 
" Who calls?" he repeated, turning full 
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rounds and throwing his strained and 
wandering eye in every direction. 

^^ It was I who repeated the name 
you announced to me^ Mr.O'Leary^'* said 
the Commodore^ in an altered and care* 
less tone. 

^* Was . it your honor?" resumed 
0*Leary, after a pause^ and a deep inspi-^, 
ration. " I thought it sounded like a 
voice I sometimes hear close in my ear^ 
Sir. when I am alone in the mountains. 
They tell me *tis my fetch;* but I have 
heard it these twenty years^ and am to 
the fore still— its no fetch^'' he added 
with a deep sigh : '^ its only an ould re* 
membrance.** 

His head sunk upon his hreast^ and 
they proceeded in silence to the edge of 
the glen. It terminated abruptly in a 
slopmg surface of rich and mossy turf, 

* It is a coQimon superstition in Ireland to be- 
lieye ""that a paysterious Toice heard in lonely 
places gifes notice of approaching death— »it is 
MMtk/eich. 
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beyond which the sea-bathed track of 
land^ called the Peninsula of Dunore^ 
spread at the mountain's foot^ extending 
to the ocean, undulating with green 
slopes, intermingled with rocky ele- 
vations, and combining many views 
of maritime and inland scenery, emi- 
nently . beautifiil and romantic. The 
descent, however, was so steep, and so 
difficult from its smoothness, that the 
travellers alighted and led their horses. 

^* There forenent you lieth Dunore, 
as it is called wniOy^ said OXeary, with 
emphasis; '^ one of the tongues of land 
on the. coast of Munster, so Aamed by 
one Mr. Camden, a Saxon churl. But 
its true and ancient name is Dakgan- 
ky-Carthy, the fastness of the Macar- 
thies, the kings of the country round, of 
the Coriandri and the Desmondii, and 
blood relations to the Tyrian Hercules, 
every mother's son of them.'* 

^^ Indeed! that is an illustrious d^ 
scent!" 
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"Troth, and deed: for was not Ma. 
l^ch-rCartha, the King of Tyre, says ould 
Bochart, which manes M alachi Macar- 
thy; that's plain, I beheve, any how: 
and defies Geraldus Cambrensis^ Dr. 
Ledwich, and Sir Richard Musgrave, 
wkh ould jSaxo Grammaticus to boot, to 
deny that: and would have been kings 
of Desmond to this very hour, if right 
was afore mighty and only for the en- 
ticing bates of the Enghsh to entrap 
them in their poUcies, their plots, and 
their complots «^ their playing fast and 
loose, their English earldoms and £ng 
lish patents, their grantees^ and protec- 
tees, and governorships, until the Macar- 
thiesdegendered with the rest, from their 
ancestors, and never rose to great power 
from that day forth— that's Florence 
Macarthy I mane, the fogh-na-gall, 
the Englishman s hate,* elected to the 
style and authority of Macarthy. More^ 
1^99* even after he descended to be 

* The foe of the stranger. 
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made Earl Ckncare^ anno 1565^ Elizab. 
reginse six.'* 

"Florence?*' said the Commodore, 
dwdliiig with a peculiar expression on 
the name: ^^ Florence then is a name 
given both to. the males and females of 
this inustrious family?** 

" It is, plaze your honor, and comes 
from the Spanish name Florianus, which 
the Macarthies brought with them on 
their way from Scythia, as also the 
Q'SuLLivAN Bears.** 

" It is an Italian name also ; and one 
Florianus del Campo has, I believe, 
written on this country,** sliid the Com- 
modore. 

^f He has. Sir, belied the land, like the 
rest of them,** replied 0*Leary. 

" The Macarthies followed the for- 
tunes of the house t of Stuart, I believe^ 
Mr. 0*Leary; at least I have some 
nvhere read so." 

^' They did, Kr, to their great moan. 
Of all the regiments after the surrender 
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of Cond^, Macarthy^s alone refuised ea-- 
tering the Spanish service, till their' co- 
lonel got hid dismissal in France, from 
the ra'al King of Great Britain, France, 
and Ireland:*' 

" They have, however, since distin^ 
guished themselves in the service of 
Spain ; and even in the popular cause 
of South America."' 

" They have, Sir, and every where 
but at home, God hdp'em, for a rakon 
they have." 

*' Do any of the family now remain in 
this county?" 

^^None at all," said OXeaiy; and 
then, after a pause, added, ^^ barring the 
Bhan Tierna, who isn't in it at this 
present." 

"Ha! i have. heard that epithet, ac- 
companied by blessings in the mountains 
«f the Galties: to whom does it belong ?^ 

"To whom does it belong, is it — 
why, to whom should it, but to the 
grate ould ancient Countess of Clancare^ 
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anno 1 665y Elizabethse 6.-r-Bat sure^ 
what signifies talking about them now. 
You may see it all in my Genealogical 
History of the Macarthy More, written 
in the Phoenician tongue, vulgo-vocato 
Irish ; it being more in-edse and copious 
than the English, and other barbarcftis 
dialects ; also sharp and sententious, 
offering great occasion to quick apo^ 
thegm and proper allusion; the only pure 
dialect remaining of the seventy-two 
languages of Babel, introduced into 
Ireland by Finiusa Tarsa, the son of 
Magog, King of Scythia, from bis own 
seminary of Magh-Seanair, near Athens; 
and is to this day the ould language, 
spoken by Hannibal, Hamikar, Asdra- 
bal, and the Macarthies More of county 
Cork and Kerry, anciently Desmond-?- 
ahd taught in my seminary, in the ould 
preceptory of Monaster-ny-oriel, accord- 
ing to the Bcthluisnion-na-Ogma, with 
Latin and Greek, and other modem 
dialects/' 
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*'And yet,** said the ComAiodore, 
with an half-^repressed smile^ '^ there are 
some sceptics of opinion that there has 
always existed a perfect identity betweeb 
the Irish and the Anglo-Saxon; that in 
&c{ the Irish received their ancient 
alphabet from the Britons; and that 
their pretensions to an eastern ori- 
gin is a groundless notion, generated 
in ignorance, . and idly cherished by a 
mistaken patriotism, which might be 
better directed." 

" Oh murther T* exclaimed O'iiCary, 

clasping his hands : ^^ the thieves of Che 

world f 

^^ O (ribiis Anticyris caput insaaabitt; !" 

Then suddenly mounting his horse, 
with a look of mingled indignation and 
pi^, directed at his unknown com* 
panion, he added, pointing to a road 
which wound down a woody hill, 
" there's your way, Sir, to- Dunore town. 
If you crass the river at Bi^lydab bridge^ 
you can t miss it." 
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He was trotting - off^ muttering to 
himself some broken exclamations ' in 
Iiisb^ when th^ Commodore, who als(> 
had resumed his horse^ fbllowed him^ 
and said, 

^^ In detailing the opinions of othersj^. 
I do not give them to you, Mr. O'Leary, 
as my own : you are to observe, I speak 
not to dictate, but to learn.'* 

^^Why then. Sir,** said OXeaiy, 
sootheii by this conciliatory observation^ 
^^ Fd be loath to see the likes of yoii, or 
any gentleman, enticed by them traitors 
of the world, who come as espials on 
the land, and go forth to de&me it; 
for sorrow one of them English but hate 
Ireland in their hearts : and there's an 
ould saying in Irish, which manes, * keep 
elear of an Englishman, for he is on the 
watch to deceive you.' I wouldn't give 
« testoon* for the whole boiling of them, 

* An old Spanish coin, once current iu Ireland. 
VOL. I. N 
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troth^ I wouldn't. The Irish not brought 
over by our Celtic Scydiean ancestors! 
Bachal e9su !* they niight as well take 
St. Patrick from us^ and' deny that thd 
potatoe is the plant of the soil/' 

^^ I am afraid^ Mr. O'Leary, they 
would go near to do both/' 

^^ 0\x\ very well. Sir: I .see you are 
one of them that would go ould Strabo 
on us, and Saxo Grammatibus, and Dr. 
Ledwich.*^' 

^^ Nay^ I speak as one ignorant of the 
subject, and desirous to obtain informal 
tion. If there wei^ now, as formerly, 
such seminaries to study in as t^e 
sdiool of Ross Alethri,^ or such sages 
to- study under as those sought for by 
the learned Monk Ealfrith, who came 
from Britain for that pilrpps'e, I should 
like to become his disciple/' 

— i— — *— »■ -  11 ^  I .1 I I II m il I  ■> 

. * The Bame of the celebrated itaff of S(. 
Patrick. An usual exclamation. 
^ * The Field of Pilgrimage. 



" To.^ay nothing," sai4 OXeaiyi ^^of , 
Agelbert^ bishop of the west Saxot^^ 
Alfreds king of Northumberland, and 
the fa^^sed fa;ther Egbert, jand the saiptly 
brp^er Wigbert, who for. the |oye of 
the celestial I^le,. quit their kin and 
country, wd retired to Ireland, to 
study.*' 

^^But what cell," asked the Commodore 
with emphasis, ^^ what preceptory, what 
academy is there now open to the lover 
of Irish antiquities, where learning and 
retirement could for an adequate com- 
pensation be obtained together, by a 
stranger who thirsts for both ?" 

"There is,** said 0*Leary, after a 
short pause, anfl in a voice full of im- 
portance, as he drew up close to his 
companion— " there is, plaze your 
honor, a place palled the Mqnaster-ny- 
oriel ; an old ruin, but a larned retreat. 
And if there was a gentleman, who, fof 
the love of Ireland, would put up with 
homely fare, and be satisfied to be how* 

V 2 
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sefd with an oMSenachy^ or genealogist^ 
why the n ^ 

" O'Leaiy/* said the Commodore; 
laying his hand familiarly on his 
shoulder^ and eagerly interrupting him^ 
^* should you receive me as your guest 
and disciple^ you will find me not diffi- 
cult to accommodate: my ostensible bu- 
siness in this barony is with a certain 
Mn Crawley, but—'* 

^' With who r asked OXeary, recoil- 
ing ii^ horror^ ^^ with one Crawley^ did 
you say ?** 

" With Mr. Crawley of Mount 
Crawley.** 

^^ With him! the land pirate ! then^ 
Sir, you cannot housel with me, and so 
I wish you luck." 

With these words, O'Leary, spurring 
on his little nag, trotted abruptly down 
a craggy glen, and disappeared. The 
Commodore stood looking after him till 
he was out of sight, and marked the 
path he had taken. Then with a deep- 
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drawn inspiration^ as one^ who aftet 
some enforced restraint, breathes freely^ 
and with a smile almost characterized 
by sadness, he bent his course towards 
the town of Dunore. 

As the descent of the mountain 
softened into an undulating valley, the 
approach to this town became extremely 
picturesque. The conjunctioi) of many 
mountain streams foAsied a considerable 
river, which flowed under the single 
arch of an antique bridge, covered with 
ivy, which stood at the entrance of a 
poor, but pretty vilte^, announced by 
a turf carrier in i^f^r to the Cbmmo^ 
dores question, to be Ballydab. A 
rude bleak mountain, which oversha- 
dowed this village, and projected into 
the sea, formed a bold head land. At 
: the distance of two Irish miles, the road 
joined the high road from Cork and 
Dublin, and wound t^ the left of a 
group of new unfinished houses, the 
embryo of some rising to wn> haply ii^ 

N 3 
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tended to eclipse the fading glory of the 
decajong and ancient village of BaUydab. 
Within a mile of Dunore^ the road pro- 
ceeded, by the edge of the bay^ at th^ 
head of which the town stood^ and then 
appeared to wind along the coast. The 
town itself (once of hote^ and of historical 
kiterest), was appoaehed by a stately 
avenne of trees. Its-ancient^ but well 
preserved castle^ teriininated its narrow 
street^ and presented a striking feature 
in a scene now tinted by the silvery 
fays of a cloudless moon*. The castle 
easements were ligj^ted with a fairy illu* 
mination by its beams' ; and the rippling 
tide^ tinged with the same colouring; 
gave a gentle motion to a few fishing 
vessels^ which alone occupied a port^ 
once of considerable trade with the op- 
posite shores of Spain^ Portugal^ and 
Italy. 

As the Comqpiodore rode up the streets 
it was already still and noiseles^^ save 
the barking of a dog^ which the echo 
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of the horse's feet had roused. Two 
iantems in th^ front. q{ two opposite 
houses marked the site of th^ rival innft* 
That to the right had anew and ^udy 
:sigi^ flaunting in the breeze; and^ under 
a profusion of gilding, yellow ochre^ and 
whitelead^ was written The vew Du^ 
KORE Arms. 

The faded sign of its inferior com** 
petitor exhibited a dancing bear^ 
scarcely distinguishable^ under which 
Was written^ in large fresh black letters^ 
This is the real . ould Marquis of 
Dunore* The Commodore chose the 
real old Marquis ; and a ^tolerable Bup«» 
per, and a clean bed, lefjt him nothing to 
repent of his election* . The next morn^ 
ing^ fatigued , by his^ mountBin ride, he 
rose late ; , and was surprised to find 
upon his breakfast table a note^ direbted 
f^ To his horiouTy t/ve gentleman ai the 
ould Bear^whoMrrmed last night yihese^ 
He (^ned and read as follow8':«p-» 

• N 4 
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Right honorable^ ^ 

According to the advisiement of my 
better judgment^ I herein complie 
with your requist this tyme, in regard 
of the lodgement in the Friar's room ; 
videUcet PraDetds O'Sullivan, superior 
of the order, now in Portugal, via Cork; 
where he bides at this pres^eilt writing; 
pending the visitation. He being likely 
to piit the autumn over in foreign parts; 
the place thereby being vaquent, the 
floor clean sanded, and the stone belted 
window giving on the sea-coast, ill be- 
fitting your honor hpwsomever, or your 
nkes, bemg righte worthie of Dunore 
Castle, which is nothing to nobody^ 
sithe your honor think it fit. Touch*^ 
inge the pintion thereof, should your 
honor consent to housel with me, it 
shall be left to your honor's liberalities ; 
the lucre of gain, but little weighing ; 
and if there be juste cause of com-* 
playnte touchinge ye unruliness of my 
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scholars^ or any rabblement on the part 
of them young but lamed runagates^ 
they shall^ on your honor's so deposing 
before me^ their plagosus Orbilius^ un* 
deigoe chastisement in due austeritie: 
so praying an answer forthwith^ 

I remaine. 
With humble commendations^ 
Your honoris dutiful servant, 

TSRENTJUS Og£ OXeARVw 
From mg Precepiarg^ 

Whatever might have caused this 
sudden revolution in the sentiments of 
Mr. O'LiCary, it evidently excited much 
pleasure in the person in whose &vour 
it had occurred ; and on learning that 
one of 0'Leary*s academicians^ or ^^ lam^ 
ed runagates,'^ awaited an answer^ he 
sent back a verbal one^ intimating ^is 
intention of riding ovar immediately to 
the Preceptory of Monaster-ny-Oriel, 
after he had taken his breakfast. 

On pasring through the town^'on hi* 

M5 
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way to OX^iys; tte Cipmniodofe was 
struck^ . nd only with th^^ antiquity^ but 
with th^ Spattidbi character of 'its archi- 
tecture, Mfiftgr of the . ^b^tter • sort of 
houses had stone hal&amisr^ with win>- 
dows and dbipiriraimes: of dark tnarble. 
The church was dedicated to St. Jago 
de Compostello, and was raised (as an 
inscfipticm on the gate indicated) by 
flor^ice jVf acarthy. Earl of Clancare, 
on his return from a pilgrimage to Gali- 
cia : it was called in Irish' the church of 
the V0W9 aikd was a£bei:^aErd8 kti^ly en- 
dow^ by a company of Spanish mer- 
chants, who had settled in Dunore, in 
the reign of Elizabeth. Itwas^afberwards 
thepnriiestant parish churchy and became 
mudi decayed and ruinous; A stone 
inscriptiott over a; little ppt^housey with 
a rose, caivedT iu^rdief, gave the IblloWt 
ing quaint information :' 

♦< At the ros^ls i)ie b^ste wine.'^* - 
" Anno 1563." 

Th^ cartl^ msed an a rodsy elevi^ 
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tion, and looking down upon tiie town, 
had, in the course of <^entuiies, lost no- 
thing of its feudal character. Massive 
and heavy, this ancient edifice formed a 
perfect paraltelogram, with dve flankers: 
its batdemiftnts, beltings, and coignes^ 
were of hewn stone ; and its strength 
and magnitude were, as far back as Eli* 
2abeth, so formidable/ that the que^i 
was induced to think it too considerable 
an hold to belong to any Irish subject ; 
and the lords of the English council 
transmitted an order to stop the works, 
which the Macarthy More of that day 
was carrying on for its completion. 
Shortly aftar, the chic^ of that fiunily, 
with many of its immediate branches, 
were placed under the ban of royal dis-^ 
pleasure. Forfeitures and deaths fol- 
lowed: some took refuge in Spain, th^ 
usual retreat of the persecuted Irish, and 
fiome in the less distinguished castles 
of their ancestors. The castle, town^ 
and manor of Punore^ were given to 
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Hildebrand^ first Viscount of Duiior<5^ 
a connexion of the great Lord Boyle's^ 
by grant of James th^ First. This Engr 
lish lord completed the ramparts^ whicb> 
under his jurisdiqticm^ were no longer 
causes of jea^lousy. He also planted 
the ancient bawn,* made a stately ave- 
nue of trees from the town to its portals^ 
and placed above ^the arch of its en* 
trance^ in letters cut in the sto^e^ and 
still perfectly legible— 

^< God's ProTidenee 
Is 07 inherita&ce." 

He had also^ like his great kinsmaiv 
Boyle, endeavoured to turn the ancient 
catholic town of Ddingan-na-Carthy 
(now called Dunore^ or the *^ golden 
fort'') into a protestant colony (7) . But 

^ * The Bawn was an inclosed piece of groand^ 
reser?ed for^ porpoies of recreation and ezer* 
dse, answering to the modern lawn. Swift's 
^amtlton^t bawn was thcremaini of this Irish 
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the inquisitorial zeal with which this 

. attempt was pursued defeated its intentt 
and persecution produced fanaticism 
where it meant to effect conversion. He 
had also espelled the friars of Monaster- 
ny-Orid.one of the communities, which, 
like many others, still subsisting in Ire- 
land, had never been suppressed, and de- 

.voted its revenue for the pin-money of 
his daughter-in-law;* but still, from 
time to time, some of the order were 

* found congregating among the ruins of 
the building, in obedience to the rules of 

, the order, which forlnd the entire dis- 
persion of its members. 
' The first Viscount Dunore was the 
last of his family who had resided in the 
inheritance bestowed upon them by 
jGwts providence. One of his de- 
scendants, William, second Earl of Du- 
nore, had visited it in a tour to the 

• A iiadbur ACtwas comndtted bj Bojie, Eail 
i»f Cock, and for the laias purpose. 
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sduth, which he made during his vice- 
.regency of Ireland. The present mar- 
^quis^ the eldest of two twin brothers, 
had e&rly in life suflered his susceptible 
imagination to dwell on some a^cting 
and curious relations of the ancient a^d 
actual state of Ireland. Iinpressions 
thus received, wrought on his mind with 
an influence proportioned to the' un- 
happy malady whicli now first bet^yed 
itself in many symptoms, of which his 
sympathy for^ Ireland, and his determi- 
naticMti to reside in what be perpetually 
icaUed ^^ his beautiful castle,"' wercdeem-- 
ed by his mother and friends among the 
strongest With the uncalculating im- 
petuosity of his disease, he had ordered 
immense sums of money to be expended 
in repairing and- fitting what had be- 
^ome almost a ruih. Furniture, the 
most sumptuous ' and apprppriate,^ had 
been sent from England ^ and €ven wine 
and plate had arrived, and been stowed 
in the long-unused cellars lamd buttery c^ 
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the casde. Ito Iwd and suit were^aily' - 
expected^ when his disease declared it^ 
self so unequivocally^ diat the promising 
but unfottimate youngs noMeman was 
placed in close confinement; Two 
years had elapsed isince that events and 
his mother, the Marchioness Dowager 
of Dunore, hi9 sole guardian, and in 
whom centred the whole interest and in« 
fiueiice tof the Dimore property, had re- 
cently proposed Tisiting the castle, in 
order to set up her second son, Lord 
Adelm, who wa^ abroad, to represent 
the neighbouring borough of Glantia^ 
crime ; but ; on some representations 
from hier agent, Mr. Crawliey, and her 
lawyer, cbunsdior Ooaway Towhsend 
Crawley, his son,^ she had suddenly 
given up the intention. • 

The castle, therefore,^ remained h| 
statu qiio, antique, superb, and desolate, 
such as may be found in eveiy province 
of Ireland; the ancient residence of 
Irish chiefs^ th« quondam possession of 
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English lords of the pale^ the property 
oi more recent patentees^ the inherit* 
ance of English-Irish absentees^ known 
only by name to the tenants they have 
never visited. The traveller paused a 
few moments before its walls, threw his 
eyes rapidly over the stately edifice, 
and then proceeded under its once 
fortified terrace, along the strand, to the 
monastic retreat of the learned O^Leary. 
Monaster-ny-Oriel was one of those 
ecclesiastical ruins, in which the south 
of Ireland abounds ; it was once of great 
extent, and was (in the terms of its 
charter) given to God and to St. John 
the Evangelist, by one of the chiefs of 
the Macarthy family. The windows and 
arches, still in preservation, were of 
beautiful gothic architecture, the walls 
of the choir remained, but it was roof> 
less: and in the newly thatched chaun- 
try of the blessed Virgin OXeaiy 
held his academy, literally ims^ing 
Shakespear's descriptionof a pedant keep- 
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ing a school in a church. A tower on the 
verge of the ruins (once a small house for 
novices), hanging over tiie coast^ was 
now called the Friary of St. John^ where 
the order of the Dominicans was still 
kept up:"*^ it was also the tenement now 
. at 0*Leary's disposal^ through the kind- 
ness of its^ absent proprietor. Every 
where among the ruins, the tombs of 
rival chiefs were visible through tht 
wild shrubs and furze that half conceal^ 
ed them. Here a ^gloria dec in ex- 
CEUs^is/ was raised for an English Bqyls 
or Petty; there a / giste ici. — Disu 
ps SON AME AIT MERCi/ for some 
Norman de Barri, or de Grosse; and 
above all rose the high grey stone, that 
in the ancient Irish character pointed 
to the resting-place of Conal Macarthy 
More, the swifl footed, reposing in the 
midst of those who had opposed, or 
those who had betrayed him. 

* There are many friaries in Ireland, tlvus 
preserred by the residence of one or two of tiie 
^der, among the ruins of their ancient liou«e8«i 
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This scene^ so solemn^ even when 
tinged with the cheery lu^e of the 
mormng lights was most inebngraously 
disturbed by the hum of conftised and 
nasal murmurings^ resembling the dis« 
cord of an ill-tuned bag-pipe. The ear 
of the traveller seemed to reeo^iiize 
ilhis sounds once^ perhaps, well known 
to him ; and directing hi^ steps to the 
chauntry of the blessed Virgin, he per- 
ceived several students stretched upon 
the rank grass, before its high arched 
Saxon door-way: thus refreshing the 
picture of an Irish School, given by 
Campion in Queen Elizabeth's day. 
^e ardent, but barefooted, disciple of 
the muses, ffxyiv, as theuy ^^ graveUing 
an the earthy their books at their 
noses, themselves lying prystrcfte ; and 
so chaunting out their lessons piece^ 
ifneal^ 

The breaking up of the academy took 
place as the Commodore approached it : 
a bevy of . rough-headed student, with 
books as xagged as their habilimenta. 



raslied fordif at the soidmI of the horseV 
feety and with handi^ shadihg ^eif< ubco-^ 
T«ed £M)es from the i^iin^ sto<!>d g^ng in} 
earnest surjprise at the unexpe^ed visi*^ 
tant: last of this singular, group^ fok 
lowqd O'Leaiy himself^ in leairned dish^' 
abille: 'hia customary suit/ an old 
great coat fastened with a wooden »kew» 
er at his breast, Xhe . sleeves hanging 
unoccupied, Spamsh^wise, as he termed 
• it; his wig laid aside, the §h^ven crown 
of his head resembling the clerical ton* 
aure; a tattered Homer in one hand^ 
and a slip of saUow in the other^ with 
which he had been lately distributing 
acme we)l-ea^ed pandies tb hi^ pupils : 
thus e:shibiting3 in appearance, and in 
tKc important expression of his coun-* 
tenance, an epitome of that order of 
persons once so numerous, and still far 
from extinct in Ireland, the hedge 
schoolmaster. O'Leary was learned 
in the antiquities and genealogies of 
the great Irish families^ as an aaci- 
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ent* Seittchy ; an order^ of which he be* 
lieved himself to be the sole rq)resenta-« 
tive^credalousof herfmbles^ and jealous of 
her anciant glory; ard«it in his feelings^ 
fixed in his prejudices; hating the Bo- 
dei Sassoni or English churls^ in pro- 
portion as he distrusted them; living 
only in the past, contemptuous of the 

* The Seanschalahc* were antiquaries, gene- 
alogists, and bittorians ; tkej reeorded rsmark* 
able events, and preserved the genealogies of 
their patron, in a kind of poedcal staosa,— 
Each province prince, or .ch|ef, had a senacha; 
and we will venture to conjecture, that in each 
province there was a repository, for the collec. 
tf ons of the different Seanachaiahe belonging to it^ 
with the care of which an 011aaih.le*Seanacha was 
charged : the ancient college Qf arms of Ulster is 
still maintained. WaH^er's Hist, of Irish Bards^ 

* The very common word, sayt Gen. Valleocyy if 
p^liar to Ireland i It Is, indeed, daily used kt 
tbe comptioa of Shama^M. — Och! be has fine old 
8huna9$t or 9ld talk is frequently applied to» and ftunily 
history^ Ac. - 

Dnald Mac Firbis, who was murdered at IHmdIn ia 
Sli|^, A. D. 1670, closed the line of the hereditary 
antiqaaries of that province, to whom it may be supposed 
that fi»r one inspired ten thousaad were posicised. 
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present, and hopekss of the jtibire; all 
his national learning, and national yani- 
ty/ were employed on his history of the 
Macarthies More, to whom he deemed 
himself hereditary senachy, while aH 
his early associations and affections 
were occupied with the Fitzadelm family; 
to an heir of which he had not only 
been foster father/ but, by a singular 
chain of occurrences, tutor and host. 
Thus, there existed an incongruity be- 
tween his prejudices and his affections, 
that added to the natural incoherence 
of his wild, unregulated, ideal character. 
He had as much Greek and Latin as 
generally falb to the lot of the inferior 
Irish priesthood, an order to which he 
had been originally destined: he spoke 
Irish, as his native tongue, with great 
fluency; and English, with little raria* 
tion, as it might have been spoken in 
the days of James or Elizabeth ; for 
English was with him acquired by study, 
at no early period of life, and princi- 
pally obtained from such books as came 
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wit^n the black letter plan of his anti- 
quarian pursuits* 

^' W^rds tbat.wise.Bacoa and grare Raleifk 

spoke'' 
were familiarly uttered by O'Leary, 
cdnn^d out of old English tracts, chro- 
nicles, presidential instructions, copies 
of patents, memorials, discourses, and 
translated remonstrances, from the Irish 
chiefs, of every date since the arrivahof 
the English in the island; and a few 
French woi;ds, not unusually heard 
among the old Irish Catholic^, the de- 
scendants of the faithful followers of 
the Stuarts, compleated the stoek of 

his philological riches. * 

»■  ,. I  1 1 -I .   ft— —1^1^ 

s Seyeral of the obsolete terms of Shakespeare 
and Spenser are to be fouod in daily use amon^ 
the Catholics iof Ireland. la ihe conyersatioa 
of the higher orders, not unfreqaentlj, 

*^ A bold ezpressiye phrase appeafs* 

Bright through the rabbUh of some hondred yean." 

The strong line of demarkation drawn be* 
tween the Catholic and Protestant gentry of the 
country^ and irhich renders tbem a distinct 
aociety^ explaiirs the /act. Both in their speeeh 



OXeary now advanded to meet his 
Tisitant with a countenaace radiant with 
the expression of complacency and sa« 
tisfaction^ not unmingled with pride and 
importance, as he threw his eyes romid 
on his numerous disciples. To one of 
these the Commodore gave liis horse ; 
and drawing his hat over his eyes, as 
if to shade them from the sun, he 
placed himself under the shadow of the 
Saxon arch, observing, 

^^ You see, Mr. O'Leary, I very 
eagerly avail myself of your invitation : 
but I fear I have interrupted your 
learned avocation.** ' 

^^ Not a taste, your honor, and am 
going to give my classes an hoUday, in 
respect of the turf. Sir. What do's yez 
all crowd round the gentlemen for ?— 
Did never yez see a raal gentleman 



and roaoners the latter are singularly attached 
to old modes ; and they still preserve that pe« 
euliar courteousness of address, which is now 
eonsidered as almost exehiiively to be found ia 
France. 
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tfore } rd trouble yez to ccmaider your- 
selves as temporary. There's great 
scholars among them ragged runagates^ 
your honor^ poor as they look : for 
though in these degendered times you 
won't get the childre^ as formerly, to 
talk the dead languages, afore they can 
spake, when, says Campion, they h^ 
Latin like a vulgar tongue, conning in 
their schools of leachcraft the aphorisms 
of Hippocrates, and* the civil institutes 
of the faculties, yet there are as fine 
sdholars, and as good philosophers still. 
Sir, to be found in my seminary as in 
Trinity College, Dublin.— Now, step 
forward here, you Homers. ^^ Keklute 
meu Tiroes, kai Dardanoi, ed' epikburoi." 

Half a dozen overgrown boys with 
bare heads and naked feet, hustled 
forward. 

" ThemYmy first class, plazeyour 
honor : sorrow one of them gassoons, 
but would throw you off a page of 
Homer into Irish while he'd be elamp- 
ng a turf stack.~Come forward ktare. 
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Padreen Mahony^- jrou little mitchei^ 
ye. — Have you no better courtesy than 
that; Padreen? Fi^ upcmyour. mau- 
ners. Then for all that^ Sir^ he's my 
head philosopher^ and am getting him. 
up for Ma3niQoth. Och! then I wouldn't 
axe ' better than to pit . him , against 
the ' provost . of Trinity CoUege this 
day^ for. all his ould. small xloathes^ Sir^ 
the cratur! troth^ he'dpuzi^e him^ great 
as he is^ aye^ and bate Jiim ■[ too.; 
that's at the humanities^ Sir. Padreen^ 
my man^ if the pig's soiUd at Dunore 
market to-morrow^ tell your daddy dear^ 
ril expect the pintion. Is that your 
bow^ Padreen^ . with ypw head under 
your arm like a roosting, hen? Upon 
i^y.word^ I take shame ^for your man- 
ners. There, ypur honc^, them'& my 
cardaries, the .httle Leprehauns,*^ with 
their cathakjf hea^djA, and their, burned 



* Leprehanas, one of the inferior order of 
Irish Demonology. 
' t Cathah — curly, or matted. 

VOL, I. O 
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niaatt 1 iimk your, hoaor would be 
diVflMfld to hsar thtfm parsing a chap* 
tert^Wdtaow^ disnibs, ladt, jeivel-^off 
nith yvfl, extemfh^ like « piper out of a 
titit; wnwf with yez t9 die teirf; and 
ttiiiul me wall» ye Hamem jre^ FU expect 
Neetor and Andromaeh te-morraw with - 
mk fail: obsanse me well, TU take no 
alBcuse fbrthe classics beurrini^ the bog^ 
f^ tespeet of tiie weather'a' beiiig dry: 
diamisi^ I say." . The karned di&- 
e^^les of thia Irish tage^ pulling dawn 
lile iront lock of Ihetr hair to designate 
the bow they would have mode, if they 
had possessed hats to move^ now scam* 
f&teA offy leaping over tomb-stones and 
elearing roeks; wh^ie (¥Leairy obsenred^ 
shaking his head^ and looking after 
Id^em^ '^ Not one of tbepi but is sharp 
witted^ ai|d has a ganius ibr poethry^ if 
there was asiy encouragement jfor lam^ 
ing^ in these degendered times/* 

Having now gratifie4 his ped^ogue 
pride^ and excused the 'looped and win- 
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dowed ngfg^nQ9st of bi» pupib byr ex** 
tolling that which passeth shew> he 
now tivned his whole attention on his 
gnest^ who stood shadowed by the deejp 
arched door-case^ waiting till the last of 
the b^ys had disappeared. O'Leary led 
the way b^re him into the interior of 
the channtry^ which ws^ divide into 
the schools-room, and his own abode i 
then laying down his Homer and ferule^ 
and shutting the door almost to the «:-« 
elusion of the lights and wiping down a 
seat with bis wig, whid> lay on the 
desk^ and which he afterwards placed 
on his head^ be respectfully nootioned 
his visitor to be seated. A silence for a 
moment nsued ; when O'Leary^ fixing 
his eyes into a look a£ expressive signi- 
ficance^ observed, in a low cautioua 
' tone: 

^^ I axe your lordi^ip's pardon for the 
great liberty I took in calling you. Sir, 
my lord; thinking it due discretion so 
to da before my scholars; in respect 

o 2 
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of your intention of biding here in casu 
incognito.*' 

'^ Indeed!'* said the Commodore^ 
starting on his feet: ^^ for whom then do 
you take me?** 

"For who you are— noble by blood, 
by birth^ and by descent; and though 
no Irishman^ but of Norman breeds a 
true Geraldine. And though the Fitz- 
adfelms are nothing to me now^ for I 
have shook the dust off my feet at their 
threshold^ and threw my ould couran*" 
over the head of the last of the race^ 
that shall ever give my heart a beaf^ 
or my eye a tear, yet Td be sorry that 
it was to say^ that a branch of the ould 
tree wanted a sheltering place, when I,' 
Terence Oge 0*Leary, the last Irish fos* 
terer of the family, had a shed to housel 
him under/' 

"For whom, then,** repeated the 
Commodore, in a calmer tone than he 

* An Iriah shoe or brogue, made withont beelf # 
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had before asked the questipn^ ^^for 
whom do you take me ?** 

^*For LordAdelmFitzadelm/' replied 
O'Leary, with a respectful bow, ^^ The 
cadet of the twin sous of Gerald Baron 
Fitzadelm^ commonly called the Red 
Baron^ himself the cadet of the father of 
the son^ and heir that wojuld have 
beenif— " 

O'Leary paused: his voice faltered; 
and after a moment's silence, the Com- 
modore ob8erved> 

. ^^ It is strange that you should take 
me for the Lord Fitzadelm. For what 
purpose should he come incognito into 
this neighbourhood ?*' 

^^For every purp0se in life, your 
honor, and the best of purposes, to cir- 
cumvent them land piratef^, them plot- 
hunters, them trianglers! them — them 
Crawley thieves. Bachal £ssu! only let 
me live to see that day, and then 
doesn t care how soon Fm carried feet 
foremost to the herring ground of 

3 
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^ pobble 0'Leary> near St. Cro- 
han^s County Kerry: for its little eke is 
left for me now to live for but to 
die;* 

^^ And for this strange tissue of ini'- 
probability^ what grounds hftv'e you^ 
O^Leioy? Why should Lord Fitzadelm 
eome over in disguise to ctrcumvent, lis 
you call it, his mother s agent ?^ 

**If you dorft belicre me, your 
honoi^/* interrupted O'Leary, losing the 
supposed identity of Ae person he was 
addressing in the incoherency c^ his al- 
ways ooniused ideas, ^^ will you believe 
your own e3ces. Sir; that's my hcftd, I 
mane?*' 

He drew fc^h a letter from his 
pocket as he spoke, s^id the Commodore 
took it to the little casement, and read 
as follows: 

'^ A distinguished looking stranger wiD 
shortly present himself to die learned 
and sagacious Terence Oge O'Leaiy:' 
should he propose liimself as a t^umt 



for the Reverend JMb*. O^SnUiirtti's va- 
cant apaitmcats^ he will jdo weii to aa> 
cept him* Terence Oge O'L^ffjr nugr 
have heard that Lord Adelm j?itmdebn 
will shortly be in the Penkisiila of Du- 
nore, tocucitinvent the nwehiaatiQns of 
the Crdiwiej faction^ aad wiU thtr^ be 
incognito. None hut the weU-wrbhere of 
the Crawley s would refose totamthpfA 
Adelm in a temporafy concetlmeiit, ne- 
•cesMry fhr the ^ffsctuig of hk budii^ 
puiposea.'* 

After a frequent aad amassed perusd. 
of ^tm billet^ the Gommodore ^demand- 
^ hour this strange ktter reached 
0*Leaiy. 

''I found it,*' he replied^ '' after the 
4aMi«i of day.^ 

^ Pound itr 

^^Aye, did I^ tcoAx^ and marvelled 
much to see it fixed m the iatch of the 
40ut-«ide door of thiechawatry; mid wato 
mij^titf loath *o break the jsale^ anil 
didn% only just skimmed xomid it" 

o 4 
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The Commodore^ on examining the 
seal^ found it bore the figure of a child^ 
plucking ^e thorns from a rose^ with, 
the motto: 

Sou utile ainda qae Bricando.* 

^^ And have you no idea fi-om whom 
this letter comes ?^' asked the Commo- 
dore^ after another pause, and some 
evident perplexity of idea. 

^^I have, plaze your honor, that's 
your lordship, I mane ; every iday in 
life, it comes from the good people: often 
they do the Kkes of that kind turn by 
their pets — that's the fairies, my Lord.** 

^* In this instance, however,** returned 
the Commodore, smiling, ^^they have 
done you an ill turn; for if they mean 
to impress you with an idea that I am 
Lord Adelm Fitzadelm, they most cer- 
tainly deceive you." 

**Oh! very well. Sir," returned 
O'Leary, with a most obstinate look of 
incredulity, ^^ as your lordship willeth, 

 ...» —   ■. ^   

* I an Bief al in sportiiTeiieH. 
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that's your honor, I mane, now, Sir," if 
its Sir you plase to be/* 

*" Supposing,'^ said the Commodore, 
that even it were Lord Adelm who 
sought concealment under your roof, 
surely you would not defeat his inten- 
tions, by persisting in giving him a title, 
which would'at once reveal his rank, or 
at least awaken suspicion." 

. *^ Is it me ! och ! I'd be very soiry ] 
,and will be bound, FU never call your 
lordship my lord, if you was in it till 
the day of judgment, only when we 
are alone. Sir, and nobody by, barring 
our two selves, and can pass ' you as a 
tinnant come to bathe in the salt water. 
Sir, and need never name your honor 
at all. Sir, only pass you for my lodger/' 
*^ You will then pass me for what t 
am anxious to become, OXeary ; I will 
therefore look "^t the apartment you 
mean me to occupy. You shall name 
your own terms ; and I dare say you 
have some old dame, who is w.ont to 

o 6 
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boil % chicken^ mkd make coffee for Fiiar 
O'SulIivan^ who would undertake—' 

'* Ajre/* interrupted O'Leary, eagerly, 
^' and who can toss up an omelette^ and 
fry a bit of fish on maigre days, yoor 
honor, and was taught by Fra Oenis 
bimfidf, who has a mighty ];>vetty taste 
that way. Oeh I Til ^igage we'll taile 
your honor well. Here, Moriagh ma 
cfaree, throw me the keys of die friary.'* 

As he spoke, O'Leary rapped at a 
little blind window in the wall, whicb 
was instantly opened, aad discoira:«d at 
imse the interior of his kitchen, and 
an old woman emjdoyed in carding. 
^* That's my Girfow," said O'Leary, 
taking a bunch pf keys from her, and 
opening a door opposite to that which 
led from the road to the chaimfay. The 
host and his new lodger proceeded 
across a sort of grass-grown court, surf- 
rounded by a range of cloister, stsll' m 
high preservation^ and bent tbeir steps 
towards the friary. An old, and ap^ 



4MtJb^ ^ttftr I'oanfllmleg, and fastehetl 
^ la.'^hain te « fragment tBf iSve ttdti^ 
attracted liie «^tranger% attentiofti. 
<0'IiMrj|»aused dso, dasped his haisfe^ 
Mid«igb6d> e&daihsiiiiig^ 

'*^ Von are not long for tJik worM, 
toy Cuoibal hiMey^ and leases your bk 
<)f food for the ispantoivs, my poor bird^ 
tbttt dariea't ooone <iieiur yeu cmcet^ my 
king of ^e incniMainfi.^ ^ 

^^He looks v^ mxk, and I thin& 
dying/' 

^^ Oh ! mwha, 4:he {»ty g€ him ! He^s 
ould and desolate like myself. Its 
tvi^nty years and more since he came 
home to me in Dunkerron ; and when 
he came in^ with his looks all on fire^ as 
he was wont after being out all day^ 
Terence, my ould lad, sajrs he, for that*s 
a way he had of calling me, that's he 
that brought me the eagle, Sir, he that 
had the eye of the ^agie, and the spirit 
of an eagle; Terence, my old kd^ I 
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have brought you another pet, says he. 
Do you mind^ your «honor> marking the 
word another, and maning himself to 
be one^ the sowl 1 Have you, my lord^ 
says I, for theugh he was then left to 
perish by his own kin^^and yiras sharing 
.my bit ^nd sup, ^ in the wilds of Kerry, 
I always called him my lord, as he 
was, or would have been; and did 
SO that day *bove all others^ for he had 
scarcely a skreed of his ould red jacket 
left on him ; and called him my lord, 
in regard of the jacket. Have you, my 
lord, says I ; and Terence, says he, 
youll be kind to this eaglet, (and it was 
fluttering on his left arm, with its blue 
biU and golden eye) yoa will be kind to 
it for my sake, ahd I'll tell you why, 
Terence, says he, leaning his right , arm 
oh mine, and looking with his smile, 
his mother's smile in my face. The 
poor bird has been driven from its pa- 
rent's nest, says he, I found it fluttering 
on a bare rock exposed and perishing. 
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For it is the nature of the eagle to chase 
away its young, when unable to supply 
its own wants, For want, Terence, 
says he^ may overcome even a parent's 
love. The tears stood in his eyes as he 
spoke^ for it was his own story^ plaze 
your honor^ and it wasn't with a dry 
cheek I heard him. And-yet^ says he, 
cheering up and placing the fine young 
eaglet on the ground^ the eagle is a noble 
bird, Terence^ and even this poor fellow 
may yet soar high; though it isn't 
under a parent's wing he'll imp his 
flight. Them were his words if I was 
dying, and that, was great speaking for 
a boy of twelve years old. But he had 
Homer and Ossian at his finger's ends^ 
to say nothing of Don Bellianus ef 
Greece^ the seven wise maisters^ and 
Plae racca na Rourke."* 

While O'Leary was giving this history^ 
the Commodore seem'd shaken by some 

* The celebrated song of the Irish bard, hu- 
mourously translated by Deao Swift 
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dbep fieeiing, which, h^nevtr^ mm w»- 
phierved by O'ljeacy, VfhMe sttentien 
wna wholly iioeupied in etrmng to make 
the bind feed, while he desK^ibed its first 
appeaiaQoe under his roof. At last, hj 
a powerfid e§ort, <hakiag •off kia emo-* 
tion, aod gvviag a finn «md indifferenS; 
tene te his voice, the ComtxiodiKe 
BfllDed, ^ of whon do yeu speak, 
Oljeaiy?'' 

^ Of whom do I speak, jem honor ^ 
said O'Letflry, raising his head loftiiyi 
^^ it's of the Honorable 4e Montenaf 
Sitzadelm I «peak, tliat would have 
been Marqvis of Dunore if he were in it 
the day, the only iskmi and heir of Walt^ 
]Baron Fitzadelm : it's of your father'^ 
nephew I speaik, my lord,** saidO'Leary, 
with inveteracy, and raising his voice, 
'^ his only nephew, Sir ; and such ft 
ne{^w I and nothing to be got by it 
boat a poor bit of a title in distant rever- 
sion 1 not a scrubal in money at the 
tim'e^ not a canired of land then ; it was 
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iw a Muii4> » breath, he aowU his 
8owL But the curves that fell thai 
day—'* added he^ diosing his bands^ and 
grinding his teetib^ while fae still seemed 
tp stru^Ie^ with feeli^igf^ which 'were 
giving the vehemence of insanity to }m 
voice $mpkI it$ wildness tQ bis look ; 
when the Convnodor^ taking off his 
hat^ as if to give <^ness tp his &rvid 
brow^ fis:ed his eye on him* O'Leary 
tottered back a few stqps: bis cplow* 
faded) his countenance lost its expresr 
sion of fierceness ; bc^ isev^ral tinoes 
drew his hand across his «yes as if to 
clear their visi(H»; then stood gazing 19 
silence for many minutes on the face of 
the stranger^ wbidi be now firM beheld 

&iriy revealed. 

" Yon do not wish that the crimes of 

the father should bring curses on bis 
children^ O'lieary/' said the Commo- 
dore, in a tranquil voice, ^^ if indeed 
the late Baron Fitzadelm has been 
gujlty of crimes which meritexecrationr 
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OXeary remained silent : his mind 
seemed in abeyance : every other sense 
was condensed in one : his lips moved^ 
but he uttered no sound : he stood mo- 
tionless^ till his eyes^ dazzled by the in- 
tensity of their gaze^ obliged him to 
press his fingers on their aching lids., 

" But," continued the Commodore^ 
putting on his hat, and losing much of 
the character of his face by concealing 
its finest features^ " but, O'Leaiy, if 
you persist in believing me to be Lord 
Adelm Fitzadelm, say, is the son a well- 
chosen confidant of his father's mis- 
deeds ? or if you cannot keep the secret 
of your own indignant feelings, how 
may I expect you will keep my secret ? 
that is, supposing / were the Lord 
Adelm, or any other person^ Q'Leaiy, 
whose interest it is to keep their real 
name unknown till certain purposes be 
effected^ The absence of discretion, 
O'Leary, may render even the zeal of 
affection abortive. But come, time 
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wears^ and time is^ precious: I will leave 
the arrangement of the friary to your 
care : I must now away to Mr. Graw- 
ley^s. My host of Dunore tells me that 
it will be difficult to obtain an interview 
withyourpowerfulportrieve aftertwelve: 
you shall shew me the way to Mount 
Crawley, and we will . talk of the great 
Macarthies More as we walk along^ 
the descendants of the Tyrian Her- 
cules^ the powerful chiefs of Dea« 
mond/' 

The spirits of OXeary rallied at this 
watch-word of (he imagination: he 
looked round as one suddenly awakened 
from some strange vision of the night, 
and mechanically followed the stranger 
across the chauntry into the cemetery of 
St. John's, where the boy, to whose 
care he had delivered his horse, was 
still leading it about.— -^^ Bring your 
toaster his hat,** said the Commodore, 
taking the reins of his horse. *^ You 
shall walk a mile of the way with me, 
O'Leary, and theq return to your busi- 



11C889 to which I must and am resolvod 
not to be an hindranoe.'* 

The boy returned wkh the ha^ 
whk^ OXeaiy suffered him to put over 
bis Utde wig^ now all awiy. Plunged 
once niore in deqp cogitation^ he walked 
gilentlj beside his new tenant^ snatch* 
ing at intervals an eager glance at hip 
person, and then shaking his head^ do* 
bating as it were some point within 
Inmtelf ; and at last clasping his hands 
behind his back, and exclaiming aloud^ 
as he paced on heavily—^ Sure kin 
may Uken* kin; and no marvel in 
that^ any how : only it all hes in 
the upper part of the face : and that 
was his mother's. The dark eyes, 
Milesian bom. Hie great O' Sullivan 
Bear's daughter coming froni the Luceni 
in Spain, of Scythian origin^ and died 
of a liroken heart, in tl^ sorniwful 
chsmiery so called to this iky, only 
fallen to rain, why wouldn't she, the 
cratur ! and her own child fir^ turning 

* Resemblet 



•ttt to be Judy Latin's ; and then^ 
when that woulda't do, the comrtiy 
beii^ M^U inv^tBied^ to the ccmtrsury^ re^ 
ported to be dead^ and taken from ker: 
and an hard cade it wa$, a$ she said to 
my wife on her death-bed^ God rest 
her : for they d all desarted the courts 
barring the baiUfTs for the ^aceeution, 
laving her to die with cniy the ddl^s 
nurse to tO€t\iecYki^%. * And a hard ca;^ 
it is to iose one ckUd, Suskeen^ said 
she^ as ^e gave the prayer-book that 
had the certificate of Mr. De M&filbm^f't 
birth and marriage in it^ tbat'a her own 
marriage widi my lord, thii^ing, God 
help her, that it might foe of uae to tlva 
child one* day (which it never will), and 
sending it to the iiiar Denis O'Snllivan 
Finn, her own kinsman atDunkerron, for 
my lady was a Catholic by birth, and -— ** 
^^ O'SuUivan,*' interrupted the Com* 
modore, ^^ is still in Cork, I suppose; 
but the book of course lost, if that were 
of any consequence mwi;." 

a Aware, acqaainted. 



308 IJbO&EMCE MACA&THT. 

4 

'^ He 18 in Cork^ Sir^ and will be till 
the visitation is over, and then will be 
in Portugal; and the prayer-book's safe. 
I saw it with him the day he departed ; 
but what matter is it? Sure there is 
nothing to prove but that he was mur- 
thered fairly, that's drowned by force, 
vi et annis. I never will believe that 
he sunk when his boat was overturned. 
Is it he, that dived and swam like a 
duck i and often saw him, when nobody 
would venture out, cut his way through 
the wild waves that bate the. grate 
Skelegs, and his cot overset, and a thou* 
sand ulUdues raised from the shore, and 
he rise Uke a barnacle from the waves, 
and gain the land, and scale the stone 
of pain, Hs ifs called, and reach the 
spindle, the pilgrim's last station, a 
bit of rock projecting over the raging 
sea, the storm bating wildly round him. 
Och ! that was a great sight. Above the 
world he looked, and above his own lot, 

m 

*^ Auditque ruentes 
Sub pedibns reotQset rsnca tombrua calcat." 
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'^AndAeto be drowned on a fine,calni^ 
moonlight nighty when he went out to 
chase the porpoises ; for that was great 
s^rt to him ; and to fight the sea 
calves in the caves^ under the head* 
lands of Kerry ; for he was never aisy 
but when he was after the seals and the 
say-dogs, that covered the rocks and 
slept 'in the sunshine, or else in the 
mountains ; sometimes chasing the deer 
with their beautiful spotted skins, or 
coming home with St string of curlews 
on his back, barring when he was read- 
ing Homer and Ossian, and the Seven 
Wise Maisters." 

*^ He paused, and again looked ear- 
nestly in the Commodore's face ; who, 
musing, rather than listening to this 
apostrophe of O'Leary, was walking on 
with a slackened pace, the reins of his 
horse rolled round his folded arms, when 
he suddenly asked — 

^^ And where does Mr. O'Sullivan 
Hve in Cork ?" 



SIO FU>1LEKCE 

^^ At the Francisc»> Vnary^^ said 
O'Leary: and then continued^ Vfith a 
deep sigb> ^' It's marvellous : and doea nt 
know where the likeness is wkh the 
hat on. Only it's the Fitzadelm mouthy 
any how— why wouldn't it ? and minds^ 
me of the Macarthies More, aad 
Macarthies Reagh of Csa'berry, who 
were kin by blood as by descent, mar- 
rying through other, ever more^ 
and preserving the femily mouth al* 
ways." 

" Oh ! by the bye/' said the Com- 
modore, abruptly, and throwing off his 
air of abstraction, ^^ did not this dis- 
trict of Dunore belong anciently to the 
Macarthies ?" 

" Did it ? Is it Dunore ?~ The Ma- 
carthies, kings of the Coriandri, of the 
ancient Desmonds, the whole province 
of Munster, late tyrmfmi! See there, 
plaze your honor, behind you; that's 
Dunore Castle, the Dangan-ni^Carttde, 
the ancient fortress of the Macarthies ; 
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now an ^English pale castie, as I may 
say : and look there to your left, near 
the senfj at the brow of ould Clotnotty* 
j[py; do you see a fine ancient ould 
castle ? Well, that's Castle McCarthy, 
hanging over its depindency^ the village 
of Ballydab, oncet a bishoprick and 
borough. The castle on a rock, an 
elliptical conoid, defended by a bar- 
bican to the right^ and the hall under- 
neath, where Donagh McCarthy held 
his last coiut-baron, and his tributaries 
resorted to him for suit and service^ the 
pobUeO'Keefe andthepobbleO'Leary.** 
^^ I see nothing but a small square 
building on the mountain s brow,** 
replied his companion, in vain strain-- 
ing his eyes to view the features of 
feudal strength described by OXeary, 
who saw only in the mind^s ejre, who 
now with all the associations of me» 
mory and imagination awakened, and 
with his wonted incoherence, launched 
into his favourite theme, for the mo- 
ment forgetful of evary other. 
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'* There is the very gabbion Florence 
Macarthy stood on^ when he saw the 
cannon planted against his only son^ 
then in the Lord President's power^ 
sending the warder word that they kept 
him as a fair mark to bestow their 
shot upon. But the constable returned 
answer, the fear of the hot/s life should 
not make them abandon their country 
and its cause. Then the Lord Presi* 
dent of Munster and his men intrenched 
themselves between the river here to 
. the left, and the castle forenent you^ 
aiid planted before it two demi-can* 
nons, and one sacre. Then, Sir, be- 
gins the battery to play from the 
ramparts of the castle; and a breach is 
made, by a cave under the great hall, 
the English forcing the warder to the 
keep ; the musketeers, followed by the 
halberdeers, making their way up the 
turret stairs^ there to the left, the Irish 
pour down on them heart and handy 
hoBvetpede pes densus que viro vir, man 
to man^ breast to breast. GaWeadh-a 
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boe,* cries the Fiteadelms, who were in 
the English army below, encouraging 
their men that appeare4 on the ramr 
parts above : Lambh - laidre - aboe, 'jf 
shouts M acarthy More, from the pos- 
tern, like a flame of fire, bearing, down 
^1 before him ;-^the English retreat t 
the. war-horn of the Macarthies is 
heard through the mountains; the Ma-» 
carthies carry the day. Hurra! Hurra! 
Hurra!" 

OXeary was now waving his hat in 
the air triumphantly, and transported 
beyond the present moment, when *^the 
vile squeaking of a wry-necked fife/* 
and the roll of a drum, broke the thread 
of his ideas; and to the fancied engage- 
ments of the Irish and English cohorts 
of Queen Elizabeth's day, the gaUow- 
glasses of the Macartnies, and the bow- 

II 'm i I   • I I I I ,1 I 1 .. 

* ^^ The cause of the red stranger ;" (he war. 
•ry of many of the Norman families in Ireland, 

f ^< The cause of the strong hand," the war* 
cry of the Macartnies. 

VOL. !• r 



jaaem of St L^tv>. ancoaoded tb« N«w<^ 
Jkmn. Mount Ccswle^ «iippfomi^taiy 
:MUDliaiy y^omany l^on^ 9 QEMfps m^^ 

JdoI|g^ ihe palHwi^ o£ .a, v^rjr n^iTQW 
nrndl it neari^ w<n]|9ied^ t» iii9.tmn& of 
•^^ tbe jRrotestmiA Bojfss,'' tbat^ <m sthc^ 
«ppeanHm> ^ €^eary^ wft^imJkaDtly 
diangsd tei ^^Cn^iefr lijr doivn.*' To 
judge bj' the^ ^ppnrwua^ of: thk: eyi* 
dently new caised jcorps^ their 1(^^^ 
bke Fabkaff^ had 

aiod whether it wecc^ cmiMDezioty madd 
i]p of ^' revolted tapaters/' and '^ bostlert 
tmde4alli^*'' its jnambera pnosonted a 
moat rnisoldkivlihe appenrano^ There 
gleamed^ bovreirerv through: their ^wkf 
^cdgate, andfctiunafcaixiagQ^ a^con^ 
aoiousttess' oi^ siqieriocity^ perhaps^, hotii 
religious and mihtary, which gave the 
last finish of ridicule to. their exhibition: 
t^Q them.sjtogj^ie^. 

^< No eye had seen suck fcafcorom.^ 
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mie mMner in ii^hieh ijlmy kad^ h«istl«d 
O^Leaiy off th« pfttimtty^ the' wdW 
knowft time, dsid its wc^t-knoWfi' miean^ 
ing, c^perafed' like a "^pell^ updn- Im tfgi^ 
tHted^mind: he stopped shorty' till they 
had marchoi by; and then^ wholly 
disenchanted ft^otn- hk splaidtd diieaihs^ 
the Irish Macarthies^ and the Noiman 
Fitzadelin^, vanished from his thoughts^* 
and a third epoch in the liistory of his^* 
conntty was recallixl to his reeoHection: 
tiiis'littie image of local power^and petty- 
asoendency, changed the current of his 
idGa9, and with a deep sigh he added, 
^ And now 'tis the ragfi of the Craw- 

** Then let us hasten to' their court 
baron,** returned the Commodore, smil'- 
ing, ^* or we may be too Ifcte for an au-^ 
dience, O^teary " 

All the circUmst&mees of tlie immedi^ 
«te momeKit now' flashed fall throusfh 
the mental confiision of 0*Leary. The 
monymous letter, LoidF^tKaddm incog- 

p 2 
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nito, the circumventing^ the Crawley 
ftiction^ were incidents which rapidly 
arranged themselves in his imagination*. 
Recovering his composure^ his spirits^ and 
his vindictiveness^ he gradually assumed 
the shrewd^animated^andimportant look 
he had worn, ere traces of his former hal- 
lucination had been awakened by a sup-' 
posed or real resemblance to the object^ 
whose loss had^ for a time^ berejRt him of 
reason: the idea that the stranger was the 
brother of the Marquis of Dunore had- 
now taken possession of his mind^ with 
all the pertinacity incidental to his former 
malady; and persuaded thatdie ruinofthe 
Crawley faction^' ^s he termed it, was^ 
at hand, he neither speculated, nor rea- 
loned upon' the probable means by 
which that event was to be consummated. 
His hatred of that family had its source 
in the strongest feelings, and most fixed 
prejudices of his nature; and, like the 
rest of his countrymen, of his own class, 
his revenge was proportionate to his 
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devotion and fidelity. A few words, 
dropped at intervals^ made up the con- 
versation during the rest of their walk;, 
he spoke of the stranger looking older 
than he ought, of his being *^ mighty 
tanned hy foreign parts ;^ he asked if 
Mr. Crawley had iseen him when in 
London, which being answered in the 
negative, he expressed his fear that a 
family likeness might be traced; and 
his hope that Torney Crawley would 
be caught by his lordship in all his 
glory; for this was one of his great 
days, when people came to him from 
all parts of the county for law, justice, 
and money. 

^^ There is New-Town MountCrawley, 
plaze your honor," said O'Leaiy, point- 
ing to a few slightly-built red brick 
houses : ^^ sorrow call there was, at all 
at all, for them slips of card buildings, 
only to crush the ancient city of Bally- 
dab, handy by. And there's the new 
barracks and the mail-coach road that is 

PS 
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tebe. Ochi Mnsha^ EngKsh^wicraeks 
yad a fnail-ooach vat&A in DaibgwEMit- 
Carthy I When m Floraaice M'Carti^y's 
time, the English sberifF darea't .set hk 
foot m the place, but the oouotty rcmnd 
roi^e to oppose him ; aod »H this now iu 
Tespect of the jobs, and tfee patronage^ 
and iJie prc*e€tees, ta-ximg^tive ooniitiyi 
tind before that road is Aiidaed, whidb 
it never witJ, many a fai«e oath will be 
sworn, and many a sowl lost, aad many 
a poor man*s cattte be ckiven ; and fiar 
aft ihat, I remember me die portricv^'a 
lather, wiM Paddy Cwwdey, herd to 
McCarthy, of C^lc McCarthy, thts^. 
beyont, that's the late ould tknlar Earii 
of Ckneare. And «ow, there's Mount 
CrawSey, plaze yoiar loydtbip, on the top 
of that green «od hill, once called the 
Thane's heap,* in regard of a Maearthy 
was slain there m a« engagement be- 
tween them and the Fitzadeims, about 
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teSdng^'pMjr^^attte) thut^ when tlie 

ike s^MitiieAir clneft^ and ikmy mnde 
«balt d«^ «»i-^togaHt tsigtvuit tiirai]igh the 

t)i^ <0wn t$i«3tk/ai ^n^ seen in ity 
^f0^im^(^biabQry. Sknrow vmchiix 
fMN«t %f X&Mi)^ilKm *#aaB in OGtapanri»- 
tt»Mlto«hatdfAfiatklMagiatfs: \nAmam., 

At die g«(»iB of the fyiib^ai i rtki ^ i iicfe 
f6 McPuiit <:^^ey^ O'Lewy took Itis 
iea^ obMrring) tfamt be had tesik a 
iiQlw m th« yisar of ^ wbeBioii oever 
ix> ^fosfii the thi«bhoU t)f a CmwI^, 
^ «iH they i)ad no Ibnger a thrashiM to 
4fftm^ plue yovit Ldrdihip.'* . At this 
word ^Jbordship^' the CkAnntodGpre pot 
his foreSnAg&r to hu lips^ and OXcai^^ 
veco^rarir^ hiniBeif^fiilded^ '^ your hoUclr 
I mane.** He dien retreated teavtng 
him^ whom he persisted tn believing 
Lerd Adeim^ penuaded^ that 4niong hit 
Tirtues^ the ^ excelknt qua}ky of diik 

P 4 
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cretion'' could not be numbered ; and 
that this affectionate^ but inconsiderate 
person, was the last to be trusted with 
ra secret, in which his own strong and 
ungo^emed feelings had an interest. 
He had in the course of his desultory 
and incoherent conversation betrayed 
circumstances detrimental to the family 
honour of the Fitzadelms, and which 
had long slept in oblivion ; that Baron 
Fitzadelm had been reduced by his dis- 
tress, and influenced by his brother, to 
conceal the existeiK^e of his son, in order 
to raise money on the little that was 
left of- his estate ; that he had after- 
wards yielded to the story suggested 
by his brother ; that, this unfortunate 
boy was not his son, but the substituted 
child of his first nurse, to whom 
O'Leary's wife had succeeded ; that the 
boy had afterwards been sent to the 
wilds of Kerry, to his foster father, to 
be kept for some sinister purpose out 
of the way ; that immediately after his 
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father s death he was drowned by 
accident (though some told a diflferont 
tale); that the herald s office had for 
some years after the death of the father 
arid son refused to grant Gerald Fitz- 
adelm the title of Baron Fitzadelm : all 
these circumstances, once the common 
topic of conversation in the province, 
had now. died away, with the greater 
part of the generation who had wit- 
nessed them ; and the details were only 
known to the few persons interested 
in their occurrence, and' still surviving : 
these were the superior of the friars of 
St. John's, the old baccah of Lis-na^. 
sleugh, and, above all, the fosterer of 
the deserted and persecuted heir of 
Fitzadelm, Terence Oge 0*Leary. 
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Note (I) Page 16. — This may teem harsh 
language applied to tbe.^* gallaat Raleigh^^* wha 
had rendered himself so illustrious i» many in. 
stances, bat it is fuUy justified by Ihs conduet 
during his residence ift Iteland, wk«s« kawns 
Ijttle better than the captain of licensed Iniq« 
dijtti — ^tbe foilowing anecdote is one out of si 
hundred to be found in the Irish tracts of Queen 
R4isfl^eth*t day, virich iUiMtrat«a tbe troth of 
this iipparently ftevere assertioo* 

*^ Soon after this action, Captain Raleigh, flf» 
terwards Sir Walter^ went from Cork to Dab« 
liii, to his pfttroB) the Lord Grey, who, on the 
Sefeotli of September, was made lord deputy o| 
Ireland, with ft complatnt afsiost the Barrys^ 
(themselYet' descendants of the Bnglisfe Jofld» 
who accoii»panied Henry II. to Ireland) and the 
CoadoDSy Cor assisting tbe rebels.*' (These comw 
plaials weve easily vade^ but rarely substan- 
tiated, and neVer it^qnired mto) ^^ He o^4M*fi#tf 
a commisiion to seta on Me mtth cf Bmfrif*9 
courtf and the rest of Lord Barry*s Estate, (ott 
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the strength of this complaint) and had some 
horse added to his company toenabU him to lake 
possession of it. But Barry having notice of it, 
set Barry^s coart on fire, and the seneschal of 
Imokilly placed. an ambush at Moore Abbej, 
which the joung Raleigh courageously attacked, 
defeated, and broke through, so that he arrived 
safely at Cork. While Raleigh lay in this city, 
he performed several pieces of service against the 
rebels,* amongst others, Zouch ordered him (Ra. 



* Th€ rth%U of tfioqr days were chiefly such men as Lord 
Bitrry^ who, sooner than give op their families to massacre, 
and their property to plunder, set lire to their bouses, and 
took shelter in woods and fastnesses, and their strotig holds. 
^ ith the exception of Macarthy^MorCf O'iVeil, and iyD9n» 
fie/, almost all the rtbeis of this day were of English 
origin* men who still inherited from their ancestors some 
recollection of MagnO'Charta^ They therefore resisted the 
effect of such complaints as Captain Baltigh^ and either 
protected or burnt their castles, and were consequently 
** Rebels^* The persecution of the lllastrioos family of 
the Fitsgeralds, in the persons of the celebrated Earl of 
KUdare,and the great Carl of Pesmond, whose crime was 
being the richest subject in the empire, are too well luiowo 
to need comment. The Earl of Desmond, in an advanced 
age, was despoiled of all his property* hunted w ith blood- 
hounds through the woods and mountains, and discovered 
in a miserable Jint, warming himself over a few fagbts* 
His pursuers seized him hy the, long grey hairs, and to his 
^peal, ** my friends, I am the old Eavl of Desmond," they 
iieplied in a very brief and decided manner— they cut off 
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leigh) to take Lord Roche and his lady pri. 

soDers, and bring them to Cork, they being susm 

pecied of corresponding with the rebels — the 

seneschal of Imokilly, and David Barry, having 

notice of this design, assembled seven or eight 

hundred, men to fall on Raleigh ; either going or 

on his return. Raleigh quitting Cork, v?ith 

about ninety men, at ten of the clock at night, 

marched towards Bally, twenty miles from 

Cork, the honse of Lord Roche, a nobleman 

.welUbeloved in the country, and arrived there 

early in the morning. He marched up to the castle 

gate ; whereupon the townsmen, to the number of 

five hundred, immediately took up arms. Raleigh 

haying placed his men in order,, took with him 

Michael Butler, James Fulford, Nicholas Wright, 

Arthur Berland", Henry Swane, and Pinkney 

JEIuish ; and knocking at the gate,, three or four 

of Lord Roche's gentlemen. demanded the cause 

of their coming: to whom Raleigh answered, 

that he came to speak with their lord, which was 

agreed to, provided he would bring with him only 

two or three of his followers. However, the gate 

being opened, he and all the above-mentioned 

persons entered the castle ; and after he had seen 

bis bead. The chief perpetrator was rewarded by the go- 
TeriimeDt with a commission and a pensioo* but was after* 
wards bang for some less horrible atrocity. For an ae- 
coont of this truly romantic tragedy, see ** SmitbVCork." 
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Lord Rcfche, aM ipolieii td 1^111, by degt«er, wA 
hy different meaosy he irew In a cMMiiteVAbl* 
number of bis men, if horn be- dkrscted to govnl 
ihe iron ^te of tbe court lodge, wad t0B tbttt w 
Ri«n aboiiM pass to vr out, and ordered Kth«« 
into the ball, with ibeir arms- ready> XaodT 
Roche set the best face he oould upon "AM uwlt€iv 
aod inoited the captain to dineicilli Irim. After 
^Miner, Raleigh informed \dm tba4 he haA •fdem 
to carry bin and bh ladf to Covk. Lo«>i IkNobo 
liegto to esciSM bis goiof ^. a«id at lenfft rlKO^ 
lately said that bo aeitber umM nor M«MgO| 
bttt lUIeigb iMing kirn huom tfM if 1m TifiiH^' 
he W0uldhe taken by JhrcB^ bo found tlbero WM 
no pemedj^ and, ilborefovo, be aod bis lady^Mft 
out on ^sr jKoarney, in a OMOt vaioy smd tompcs *^ 
taoaaingb^ and <liron^ a fisry focky and dMK 
feroQS way, wiweby naary soldiers w«m fer^ 
rtsiely bvrt, ai»d others lovt tbefrattts* As for 
JLard Roche ^ be acqwUtcd himself boootinrably of' 
tiie erioies he was charged wlUi, and aUterwofdir 
did good service aoaikst the Irish.** 

. Smith's Cof^ r^A. 9. 
It is aotable, that ^^ ihing^ gosd servPoe agavast- 
the hrdshj** waa bocotning a phmderw m his twm^ 
to aToid being plundered* It was thus the na<^ 
fiTes of the land were plunged into crime in self, 
defence, by the fatal policy which raised ita 
power upoa the dessocaliaa^on of the peoplo Ur 
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persecuted and bruiified; ftnd England now com* 
plslri9<yf the want of principte atiA inchiHztttian 
0ft)ie Irish. Tiie Irish, in thctr tttrn, m»y exclaion 
widi Tonej Liimpkki lo fais mo'tfier : 

*^ As'^ou mtiie me^ toyovL have me.** 



(i) Page M«— Of i\\e inextrngvlstiable ^re 
heretofore kept by the quds of St. Bridget at 
Kildare, thus Giraldus Cambrensis. At Kil. 
dare, famous for St. Bridget, are many miracles 
worthy to be remembered, among which is St* 
Bridget* s fire, which they call ine&tiiigalshabiey. 
not that it cannot be extinguished, but because 
the nuns and holy women, by a continual supply 
of materials, have preseir^ it aliye for so many 
years since the time of that YiFgiD ; and though 
so great a quantity of wood has been consuroeil 
in it, yet no ashes resKiiat From hence that nub^ 
iiery is oommoaly called the fire-house. Bui 
this fire was put out by Iknry Lou^ndreS| Arch* 
bishop of Dublin, in the year 1^20, says aa aiKi* 
nymous^author, of the order of predicants, >»ho 
compendiously writ the Annals of Ireland, from 
the year of our Lord 1163 to 1314, wherein h« 
lived* 



(3) Pige 100.— Abbey of the HoIy.Cross, 
by the Hiyer Suire. This abbey was founded m 
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honour of the holj-cross, for Cisterc'iADS, by 
Donald 0*Brian, King of Limerick, about the 
year 1169, or as others, iu 1181. The .posses- 
sions were confirnied by John, Lord of Ireland 
and Earl of Moreton, afterwards King of Eng. 
land. This abbey was afterward, io a general 
chapter, subjected by the Abbot of ClarevauX 
to the Abbey of Furness, in England. 



(4) Page 105. — Shebean — literally a house 
of concealment. The term is applied from 
the circumstance of the spirits which are sold in 
these private pot-houses being unlicensed, and 
consequently concealed. 



(5) Page 138.^^^^ To the proper names of 
the ancient Irish, sirnames were added, either 
from some action, some quality of the mind, co« 
lour or mark of the body, or from chance, or 
ironically. So Neal, Ring of Ireland, was called 
Vigialac, because he had taken nine hostages 
from the lesser kings, and had held them for 
some time in fetters. King Brian was called 
Bordma, because he had recovered from the 
people of Leinster a certain annual tribute so 
called. Caenfela was called the Wise. S. Barr^ 
Finbarr, or White Barr. S. Comin, Fada^ or 
Long, and £d, the Bearded Clerk, from hi« 
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long beard : like as among ihe Grecians, Seleo. 
cus III. King of Syria, ivas called Ceraunus, 
that is thunder, from his precipitate temper. 
Ptolomj yiL King of Egypt, Physcon, from 
his great belly, and (to omit others) Ptolomy, 
the last save one, Auletcs, from his great loTe 
to the bagpipe." — Ware. 

^^ I return to Ireland, where, it is to be noted, 
that the ancient Irish, besides these sirnames, 
had also, after the ancient manner, their fa* 
thers* names superadded, as Dermot.mac-Cof. 
mac, Cormac - mac-Donel, Dope! • mac-Tirdel. 
yac." — Wab«. 

Both4hese customs are still extant in Ireland ; 
and eyen in the families of the provincial gentry, 
persons of the same natne are distinguished by 
the colour of their complexions, hair, &c. &c. 



(«5) Page 161.— This Irish Martnite formerly, 
and even within these twenty years, was open to 
any hand its plentiful contents migh t'tempt. Nov, 
however, the potatoe has risen in value with the 
increase of wretchedness, and of that, one meal 
a day is often with difficulty procured. Id the 
summer of 1817, the author being in the coun- 
try, within twelve miles of Dubltn, on a visit 
at the seat of a person of rank, frequently 
observed that when the twelve o'clock' bell 
rnog to send the labourers home to dinner| 
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ihey laj 4owii in the dry mditiL Oil in^ni* 
risg iifto the cause of it eircmnstaiioe se «■• 
unul, she was in^ermed, both by Hie peasant 
and their o<F8r9eerB) that being viwable to preeure 
more th^Ln one meal of potatoei,. (taken enfjp 
With sait and wafer), tliej preferred having- that 
meal at nlgbt. Even Ibis- wretched snpper is ex« 
tmnely actmty, Formerlj potttioes (alwajrs the 
prinoipaf, or ratber exclusif« fo«d) were-sufli* 
ciently almndant in Ae poorest famtliee. Now 
the fatbcr, or head of the- family, is obliged to 
por<ion> tbem oat with great precistoir, lest an 
excess to-daj should prodoce want to-morrow* 
Even in the ncfgbbouring connlies of the metto* 
polls the nnfortnntfte wretches are seen search* 
iog the ditches for ofials or cresses ; and many, 
t6 tke anthor^s knowledge^ when she Tisited 
Munster in 1817, supported IhemselFes by liying 
on cabbage stalks thrown out from the great 
hmuc of wUch she waa.^ueet* To suck stif. 
ferera imprisonB»ent ordeatb can have bat feir 
terrors. In I>abUa, persona, male aod taia)0| 
bave been known lately to coanntt snail depre* 
dations for the > purpose of being sent to jati; 
libera sfaelta*^ with bread.and watery was pvovtdeil 
for themi Two yoong women^ lately br on gh t 
before a moat fee|>eotable poliee magistrate ki 

« 

pablin, assigned the above reason for; breakiag 
w4ndQw«» A few days back, July Olh, IMS^ 
^ighi hundred persana prasentad fbemsehrei to 



NOTES. 331 

the Mendicity Society of Diiblin, to obtain any 
labour that could be procured them at the rate 
of sixpence per day. Such is the ^^ flourishing 
Haie of Irtiandf^^ so often Taunted by English 
official visitors, who drife rapidly through the 
'Country, and are sumptuously entertained by 
the Irish officials y from whom they learn the 
little they return to describe* 



(6) Page 231.— The ancient Irish use^ wicker 
boats co?ered with ox hyde, called corraghs, 
upon the open sea. Upon lakes and ri?ers they 
used another kind of boat, called cotta^ made of 
a hollow tree. Both these boats are still in ge. 
neral use in Ireland, under the name of corraghs 
and cots, but are chiefly to be found on the rivers 
in remote counties, and on the south and west sea- 
coast* 



(7) Page 27(r. — « I admit neither presbyter, 
papist, independent, nor, as our proclamation 
says, any other sort of fauatick, to plant here, 
but all good protestants." — Earl of Orrery^s 
Letter to the Duke of Ormondey 1662. 

ZVD or TOL. I* 



JB. CLJL&KLt rriuier. Well Sireel, LooiIob. 
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